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No. I. 

BOTHWELL'S BONNY JANE. 

ORIGINAL. M. G. LEWIS, 

Bothwell tastle is beautifully situ- 
ated upon the Clyde, and fronts the 
ruins of Blantyre Priory^ The eS' 
tate of BothweU has long been, and 
continues to be y in the possession 
of the Douglas family, 

J^ouo roais the AOTth round BdtWell's 

hall , 

And fa^t descends th^ pattering rain: 
But streams of tears still faster fall 

From thy blue eyes , oh I bonny Jane ! 

Hark ! hark !— I hear, with mournful yelf ; 
The Wraiths * of angry Clyde com- 
plain ; 

* Water«spiritf. 

Vol I, A 



But sorrow bursts with louder swell 
From thy fair breast, oh ! bonny Jane ! 

«Tap !-i-tap !"— who knocks ?*— the door 

unfolds ; 

The mourner lifts her melting eye , 
And soon with joy and hope beholds 

A reverend monk approaching nigh : 

His air is mild , his step is slow , 
His hands across his breast are laid^ 

And soft he sighs , while bending low» 
— <'St. BothftQ * guard thee, gentle 

maid !"— 

To meet the friar the damsel ran ; 

She kiss'd his hand , she clasp'd his 

knee. 
—•Now free me, free me, holy man, 

•Who com'st fromBlantyre Pri©-rie!*T— 



* The patron saint of Bothwell, 



— «* What mean these piteous cries , 

daughter ? 
<'St. Botfian be thy speedl 
•*Why swim in tears thine eyes,daughter? 
'*From whom would'st thou be 

freed ? "— 

— * Oh ! father, father ! know, my sire, 
•Though long I knelt, and wept, and 

sigh'd , 
* Hath sworn, ere twice ten days expire^ 
'His Jane shall be Lord Malcolm's 

bride!*— 

** Lord Malcolm is rich and great, daugh- 
ter,— 
'•And comes of an. high degree; ^ 
" Hct's fit to bo thy mate ; daughter » 
. "So,Benediciter— 

— • Oh I father , father I say not so ! 
• Though rich his halls, though fair his 

bowers ,— 
A 2 
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* TKere ^^tnds anttut, where Tweed doth 

flow p 
*1 prize beyond Lord Malcolm's to- 

wcM : 

* There dwells a youth whereTweed dotli 

glide , 
'On whom nor rank» nor fortune smiles t 
'I'd rathet be that peasant's bride, 
* Than reign o'er all Lord Malcolm's 

isles.' — 

^—*' But should you flee away, daughter, 
"And wed with a village down, 

•* What would your father say, daughter? 
** How would he fume and frOwn ?"— a 

*^* Ok ! ht might frown and he might 

fume, 
' AndMalcolm's heart might grieve and 

pine, 

* So Kdgar's hut for me had tooin $ 

'And Sdgar's lips were press'd to 

mine !'— 
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— -«'Itat tlie castle gate, daugKtcz» 
«*At nigLty thy lave so true 

** Should with a courser wait, daughter,.** 
«<What, daughter, would'st thoudo?"— 

-—'With noiseless step thestairsi'd press, 
'Unclose the gate, and mount with glee, 

* And ever , as on I sped^ would bless 
* The abbot of Blantyre Prio-rie !'-«-* 

— ••Then, daughter^ dry those eyes so 

bright; 
«« rU haste where flours Tweed's silver 

stream ; 
** And ^hen thou see'st, at dead of night, 
A lamp in filant)rte*s chapel gleam^ 



c< 



'* With noiseless step the staircase press^ 
**For know, thy lover there will be; 

** Then mount his steed, haste on,— and 

bless 
«* The abbot of Blantyre Prio-rie!"— 

A3 



Th«n forth the. friar he bent his way, 
While lightly danc'd the dainsel'a 

heart; 

Oh ! how she chid the length of day. 
How sigh'd to see the sun depart ! 

How joy'd she when eve's shadows came. 
How' swiftly gain'd her tower so 

Jjigh !- 
— '^Does there in Blantyre* shine a 

flame ?-— 
« Ah no ! — the moon deceived mine 

cyeT— 

Again the shades of evening lour; 

Again she hails the approach of night* 
^— * Shines there a flame in Blantyre tow- 
er?— 
<Ah no! •» 'tis but the northern* 

light I'— 

But when arriv'd All-hallow -E'en, ♦ 
What time the night and morn divide. 



On this night witches , devils , etc. 
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The signal-lamp hj Jane waa seen 
To glimmer on the waves of Clyde. 

She cares not for her father's tears, 
.She feels not for her father's sighs; 

No voice but headstrong Love's she hears. 
And down the staircase swift she hies* 

- 

Though thrice 4ie Browny * shriek'd— 

"Beware!"—' 

Though thriee wa^ heard a dying groan. 
She op'd the castle gate.-^Lo ! theie 

She found the friendly monk alone. 



are thought, by the Scotch, to be 
abroad on their baneful errands. See 
Burns's Poem, under the title of "Hal- 
lowE'en." 

* The Browny is a domestic spirit, 
whose voice is always heard lament- 
ing ,- when any accident is about to 
befal the family to which she has at- 
tached herself. ' 
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•-*0]i ! wliere ia Edgar, latHet, f»ay?-p- 
— **0n! on!" tke frieadly monk xc-' 

plied ; 
^* He feax'd bis berry-brown steed should 

neigb , 
*<And w^ts ue on the banks o^ 

Clyde/'— 

Then on they hurried , and on they hied, 
Down Bothwell's slope so steep and 

green , 

And soon they reach 'd the river's side«» 
Alas ! no Edgar yet was seen [ 

Then , bonny Jane , thy spirits sank t 
Fiird was thy heart with strange 

alarms ! 
— ** Now thou art mine !" exclaim'd the 

monk , 
And clasp'd her in his ruffian arms. 

*< Know , yonder bark must bear thee 

straight , 
•* Where Blantyre owns my gay con- 
trol I 



*« There Love and Joy to greet-tlice wait, 
''There Pleasure crowns for thee her 

bowl. 

*' Long have I loved thee ^ bonnjr jane, 
, **Long,breathed to thee my secret vow ! 
*' Come then, sweet maid !->nay « strife 

is vain; 
*<Not hcavea itself can save thee 

now I" w 

'The darasel shri«kM» and ^^ould haire fled^ 
When lo! his poniard press'd her 

throat ! 
i— **One cry, and 'ti» your lastl"-^he» 

said^ 
And boreher fainting tow'rds the boat; . 

The moon shone btight ; the winds were 

chain'd ; 

^he boatman swiftly plied his oar ; 
Biii ^re the river^s midst was gained. 

The tempest-fiend was keard to roar. 
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Rain fell in sheets; higK swell'd the 

Clyde; 
Blue fiam'd the lightning's blasting 

bjand I 
— " Oh I lighten the bark !" the boatman 

cried , 
** Or hope no aioie to reach the strand. 

*• E'en now we stand on danger's brink ! 

'* E'en now the boat half fill'd I see ! 
" Oh ! lighten it soon, or else we sink I 

"Oh! lighten it of.,* . your gay la-' 

die !"— 

With shrieks the maid his counsel hears ; 

But vain are now A^rprayers and cries. 
Who cared not for her father* s tears. 

Who felt not for her fat her* s sighs ! 

Fear conquerM love I— In wild despair 

The abbof view'd the watery grave. 

Then seized his- victim's golden hair, 

- And plunged her in the foaming wave ! 
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She screams !»^-4]ie sinks !— .*<Row, boat- 
man , TOW I 
** The bark is light !" the abbot cries ; 
•* RoW, boatman, row to land !** — When 

lo! 
Gigantic grew the' boatman's size ! 

With burning steel 'his temples bound 
Throbb'd quick and high with fiery 

pangs ; 

He roll'd his blood-shot eyeballs round » 
And furious gnash'd his iron fangs : 

His hands two gore -fed scorpions grasp'd; 

His eyes fell joy and spite express'd. 
—"Thy cup is full!"— he said, and 

clasp'd 

The abbot to^his burning breast. 

With hideous yell down sinks the boat. 
And straight the warring winds subside; 

Moon-silver'd clouds through aether float, 
And'gently murmuring flows the Clyde. 
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Siace then full many a winter's ftowers 
In chains of ice the earth ha\'e bound ; 

And many a spring, with blushing flowers 
And herbage gay, has robed the ground: 

Yet legends say^ at Hallow*£'en, 
When Silence holds her deepest reign. 

That still the ferryman * fiend is seen 
To waft the monk and bonny Jane : 

And still does Blantyre's wreck display 
The signal - lamp at midnight hour ; 

And still to watch its fatal ray. 
The plantom - fair haunts Bothwell 

, Tower; 

Still tunes her lute to Edgar's name. 
Still chides the hours which stay her 

flight ; 
Still sings^ — ^^'In Blantyre shines the 

flame? 
" Ah ! no ! — 'tis but the northern- 

light!" — 
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No. n. 

OSRIC THE LION* 

ORIGINAI,.-.— M, G. LEWIS. 

Since writing this Ballad^ I have seen 
a French one 9 entitled- ** La Veil- 
lee de la Bonne Meie," which has 
some resemblance with it* 

jl) WiFT roll thfe iRhine's billo^vs, ancl wa^ 

t6r the plains , 
Wheie Falkenstein Castle's majestic re- 
mains 
Their moss-eover'd turrets still rear : 
Oft loves the g^unt wolf midst the ruina 

to prowl , 
^hat time from the battlements pours 

the lone owl 
Her plaints in the passenger's ear. 
rol /. B 
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No longer resoiind tlirougk tKe vaulu 

of yon hall 
The song of the minstrel , and mirth of 

the ball; 
Those pleasures for ever are fled : 
There how dwells the b^t with her 

light-shunning brood. 
There ravens and vultures now clamor 

for food, ^ 

And all is dark , silent , and dread I 
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Ha! dost thou not see, by the moon'i^ 

trembling light 
Directing his steps , where advances a 

knight , 
His eye big with vengeance ahd fate ? 
*Tis Osric the JLion his nephew who 

leads , 
And swift up |he crackling old stair* 

case proceeds , 
Gains the hall» and quick closes the 

gate. 
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While rage and hialignity gloom in his 

eyes ; 
** Thy journey and life here must close. 
'* Thy castle's proud turrets no more shalt 

thou see; 
'"No more betv^ixt Blumenberg's IqrdsHp 

' and me 
** Shalt thou stand, and my greatness 

opppse. 

'^My brother lids breathless on Paler 

stine's plains, 
** And thbu once removed , to his noble 

domains , 
** My right can no rival deny : 
••Then, stripling, prepare on my dag. 

ger to bleed; 
**No succour is near, and thy fate is 

decreed , 
** Commend thee to Jesus, and die P'-^ 

Thus saying , he seizes the boy by thfe 

arm , 

B3 
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Whose grief rends the vaulted hall's 

loofy while alarm 
His heart of all fortitude robs ; 
His limbs sink beneath him ; distracted 

with fears » 
He fall^at his uncle's feet, bathes them 

witlT tears , 
And — "spare me! oh spare mcr'— 

he sobs. 

But vainly the miscreant he strives to 

. appease ; 
And vainly he clings in despair round 

his kncjBs, 
And sues in soft accents for life; 
Unmov'd by his sorrow , unmov'd hy 

. his prayer » 
Fierce Osrichas twisted his hand in his 

hair , 
And aims at his bosom a Hnife. 

But ere the steel blushes with blood , 

strange to tell! 
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Now round him young Carloman casting 

his eyes, ♦ 

Sunreys the sad scene with dismay and 

surprise , 
And fear steals the rose from his cheeks* 
His spirits forsake him, his courage is 

flown ; 
The hand of Sir Osric he clasps in his 

own , 
And while his voice faulters he speaks. 

— *• Dear uncle ,*' he murmurs , ** why 

linger we here? 
** 'Tis late, and these chambers are damp 

and arc drear, 
**Reen blows through the ruins the blastl , 
*f Qh let us away and our journey pursue : 
** Fair Blumenberg's Castle wilt rise on 

our view , 
Soon as Falkenstein forest i$ pass'd. 

*< Why roll thus your eyeballs ? why 

glare they so. wild ? 
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^*0h! chide not my weakness, not 

frown , that a child 
** Should view these apartments with 

dread ; 
*^Fot know, that full oft have I heard 

from my nurse » 
*' There still on this castle has rested a 

curse ^ 
*' Since innocent blood here was sh^d. 

*' She said, too , bad spirits, and ghosts 

all iu white, 
" Here use to resort at the dead time of 

nigbt, 
« Not vanish till breaking of day ; 
** And still at their coming is heard the 

deep tone 
*• Of a bell loud and awful— hark ! hark! 

'twas a groan! 
"Good uncle, oh! let /us away!'*— - 



.«< 



Peace, serpent !** thus Osric the Lion 

replies , 



*'0f which thdu hast made me the prey« 
*• Twelve ycais hav* I languished thy 

coining to see; f 
*< Uliilda f who perish'd dishonot'd by 

thee, 
'*Now calls thee td anguish away! 

** Thy passion once satecl, thy love be- 
came hate ; 

« Thy hand gave the draught which con- 
signed mt to fate, 
<^ Noi thought I death lurk'd in the 

bowl: 

^' Unfit for the grave, stained with lust, 

sweli'd with pride , 

** Unb'less'd , unabsolv'd , "Unrepenting , 

I died, 
** And daemons straight seiz'd on my 

soul. 



<« 
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Thou com'st, and with transport I feel 

tfiy breast swell : 

Full long have I suffered the torments 

of hell , 



Si 



And now sKall its pleasures be mine ! 
^'See, see how the fiends are athirst 

for thy blood! - 
"Twelve years has my panting l>€ait 

furnish 'd their food, 
"Come, wretch 4 let them feast upon 

thine V'^ 

She said, and the daemons their prey 

flock'd around; 
They dash'd him, with horrible yell, 

on the ground. 
And blood downhis limbs trickled fast; 
His eyes from their sockets with fury 

they tore ; 
They fed on his* entrails, all reeking 

with gore , 
And his heart was Ulrilda's repast. 

< 

But now the grey .cock told the coming 

of day ! 
The fiends with their vi«im straight 

vanish'd away. 
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Self-struck , does tlie tongue of the kol- 
' low- toned bell 

The presence of midnight declare : 
And while with amazement his hair brist- 
les high. 
Hears Osiic a voice » loud and terrible 

cry. 
In sounds heart-appalling— *'Forbear!"- 

Straight curses and shrijeks through the 

chambms resound. 
Shrieks mingled with laughter : the walls 

, shake around; 
The groaning roof threatens to fall ; 
Loud bellows the thunder, blue light- 
nings still flash ; 
T^e casements they clatter; chains 

rattle; doors clash. 
And flames spread. their waves through 

the hall. 

The clamor increases , the portals ex- 
pand!-— • 



O'er flic jpavemcnt's l)lack muMe now 

rushes a band 
. Of daemons all dropping with gore. 
In visage so grim, and so monstrous in 

. height y 
That Carloman screams , as they Burst 

on his sight , 
And sinks without sense on the floor. 

T^ot so hii fell uncle:— he sees, that 

the throng 

Imp^els, wildly shrieking, a female along. 
And well the sad spectre he knows! 

The daemons with curses her steps on- 
wards urge; 

Her shonldets, with whips formM of 

serpents, they scourge. 
And fast from her wounds the blood 

flows. 

««0h! welcome!" she cried, and her 

voice spoke despair; 

« Oh ! welcome, ^r Osric, the torments 

to share. 
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And Carloma&'s heart throbb'd again ; 

With terror recalling the deeds of the 

night. 
He rose 9 and from Falkenstein speed- 
-% ing his flighty 
^oon reached his paternal domain. 

Since then, all with Jiorror the ruins 

behold; 
No shepherd , though stray'd be a lamb 

from his fold , 
No n*other, though lost be her child* 
The fugitive dares in these chambers 

to seek. 
Where fiends nightly revel, and guilty 

ghosts shriek 
In accents most fearful and wild ; 

Oh ! shun them , ye pilgrims ! though 

late be the hour. 

Though loud howl the tempest, and fast 

fall the shower; 
From Falkenstein Castle begone I 



v«4 
There still tKeir sad banquet hell's de- 

nizelis share; 
ThereOsric the Lionsfill raves in despair: 
, Breathe a prayer for his aoal, and 

pads on ! 



■»»■' » 
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No. III. 

SIR HENGIST. 

GERMAN.. M. G. LEWIS. 

r 

1 

Herman ^ or Arminius ^ is the favori- 
te hero of Germany , whose liberty 
he defended against the oppression 
of Rome \ Flavus^ his hrother^^ sid^ 
ed with the Romans t and in con^^ 
sequence his memory is as much de-^ 
tested by his countrymen ,. as that 
of Arminius is beloved* — / forget 
where I met with the tUf^inal of 
this Ballad. 

\\r HERE rolls the Weser's golden sand. 
Did erst Sir Hengist's castle stand, 
* A warrior brave and good ; 
His lands extended far and wide, 
WJiere streamed full many^a plenteous 

tide. 
Where frown'd full manjr a wood* 
Vol. /• C 
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It chancedythat homewards from the cJiace 
Sir Hengist urged his courser's pace , 

The ^-shadowy dales among, 
Wilife all was still, and late the hour. 
And far off» in the castle tower. 

The bell of midnight rung. 

« 

Sudden, a piercing shriek resounds 
Throughout the forest's ample bounds; 

A wildly dreadful yell ; 
The dogs, by trembling, own their fear. 
As if they scent some bad thing near. 

Some soul enlarged from hell! 

-» *'See, father l" cried youngEgbert; **sce 
''Beneath the shade of yonder tree 

*• What fearful form is spread ! 
•* How fire around his temples glows ! 
** How from his lance and fingers flow» 
The stream of bloody red!" — 



«c 



— "Stayierel" said Hengist, then with 

speed 
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Towards the stranger spurr'd his steed; 

** What brings thee here. Sir Knight, 
•* Who dar'st in my domains to bear 
•* A lance, and by thy haughty air 

<< Seem'st to demand the fight?** — 

-— *'Long has my arm forgot to wield 
'*The sword, and raise the massy shfeld,*' 

Replied the stranger drear ; 
** Peace to this brown oak's hallow*d 

shade ! 
** Peace to the bones which here are laid, 

*'And which we both revere! 

^'Know'fit thou not Siegmar, Herman's 

sire , 
''That arm of steel, that soul of fire? 

** Here is his grave, — My name 
•*ls Flavus — at that sound the woods 
"With curses ring, and Weser's floodfT 

•*My infamy proclaim! 

"For such is vengeful Odin's will 

C a 



**AnGi doom, tliat traitor-curSes still 

'« Thick on my htkd shall be, 
<* Till from the blood of brethren slain, 
*^ My gory hands and lance again 
''I pure and spotless ste, 

« Still then, wh^n midnight hours permit 
*• Pale spectres Hcla's realm to quit, 

**I seek this hallowM place; 
«* With tears bedew these crimson blots, 
*' And strive to wash away the spots 

**No pains can now efface I''-^— 

I 
I 

He ceased; when Odin's eagle came. 
By Odin arm*d with blasting flame. 

And seized th6 phantom knight: 
Loud shrieks the sp^tre's pangs leveal'd. 
And soon a cloud his form conceal'd 

From awc-strtidk Hcngist's sight, 

r-"Son!" said the chief, with horro? 

chiird , 
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Willie down his brows cold dews di- 

stiird. 
" Now take your sword in hand , 
** And swear with me, each drop t>f gore^^ 
<* That swells your veins > well pleased 

to pbur 
To gnard youx native land!*'— 



«« 
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No. IV. 

ALONZO THE BRAVE AND 
FAIR IMOGINE. 

ORIGINAL. — M. G. LEWIS. 

This was first published in the Third 
Volume of Ambrdsio^ or the Monk. 

xV WARRIOR io bold and a virgin so 

bright 
Conversed, as tbey sat on the green ; 
They ^azed on each other with tender 

delight : 
Alonzo the Brave was the name of the 

knight y 
The maid's was the Fair Imogine. 

-^«*And, oh!" said the youth, "since 

to-morrow I go 
"To fight in a far>clistant land. 
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'•Your tears for my absence soon leav- 
ing . to flow , . 

"Some other will court you, jtnd you 

will hestow 
*' On a wealthier suitor your hand."-*- 

—"Oh! hush these suspicions," Fair 

Imogine said, 
** Offensive to love and to m^ 
For, if you be living, or if you be dead, 
I swear by the Virgin, that Qone. in 

your stead 
"Shall husband of Imogine be, 

"And if e*er for another lAy heart 

should decide, 
*' Eorgetting Alonzd the Brave , 

** God grant, that , to punish my false- 
hood and pridv, 

" Your ghost at the marriage may lit 

by my side, 

"May tax me with perjury ,. claim me 

as bride, 
"And bear me away to the grave!"— 
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To t'alestine basten'd the hero so bold ; 

His lo\'e she lamented him sore: 
Btit icnce had a twelvemonth elapsed, 

when behold » 
A baron all cover'd with jewels and 

gold 
Arrived at Fair Imogine's door. 

His treasure , his presents , his spiciouf 

domain. 
Soon made her iintru6 fo her vows: 
He dazzled her eyes ; he bewilder'd her 

braid ; 
fU tiaught hei affectioais . io light and 

so vain , 
And oamed b«v hqme as his a{K>use. 

And now fi^d Ihe marriage been bless'd 

by the ^est ; 
The revelry now was begun : 

The f)4il/psLthiey gipan'd wxtii the weight 

of the feast; 
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Nor 7et had tli^ laughter and merri- 
ment ceased. 
When the bell of the castle toll'd— 

"Otoe !" 

Then first with amazement Fair Imo«* 

gine found 
That a stranger was placed by her side: 
His air was terrific ; he utter*d no sound ; 
He spoke not, he moved not, he look'd 

not around. 
But earnestly gazed on the bride. 

His vizor was closed , and gigantic his 

height ; 
His armor was sable to view: 
AH pleasure and laughter were husVd 

at his sight; 
The dc(|$, as they eydd him , drew back 

in affright; 
The lights in the chamber burnt blue ! 

His presence all bosoms appeared to 

dismay ; 
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. The guests sat in silence and fear : 
At length spoKe the bride , while she 

trembled :— "I pray , 
*'Sir Knight, that your helmet aside 

you would lay, 
*'And deign to partake of our cheer, "-^ 

The lady is silent : the stranger complies. 

His vizor he slowly unclosed: 
Oh! then what a sight met Fair Imo- 

gine*s eyes ! 
What words can express her dismay 

and surprise, 
' When a skeleton's head was exposed t 

All present then utter'd a terrified shout ; 

All turn'd with disgust from-, the scene. 

The worms they crept in , and the worms 

they crept out. 
And sported his eyes and his temples 

abput , 
While the spectre addressed Imogine a 
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*'^ Behold me, tKou iaise one! beliolcl 

me !" he cried ; 
'' Remember Alonzo the Brave 1 
** God grants, that, to punish thy false- 

hoodvand pride, 
**My ghost at thy marriage should sit 

by thy side , 
''Should tax thee with perjury, claim 

thee as bride, 
^'And bear thee away to tht^ grave!'* 

Thus saying, his arms round the lady 

he wound , 
While loudly' she shriek'd in dismay; 
Then sank with his prey through the 

• wide-yawning ground: 

Nor ever again was Fair Imogine found , 

' Or the spectre who bore her away. 

Not long lived the Baron: and none 

since that time 
To inhabit the castle presume;. 
For chronicles tell, that,by order sublime. 
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There Imogine suffers the pain of her 

crime , 
And mourns her deplorHfale doom. , 

At midnight four times in e&ch year does 

her sprite. 
When mortals in slumber are bound. 
Arrayed in her bridal apparel of white , 
Appear in the hall with the skeleton* 

knight , 
And shriek as he whirls h«r around. 

While they drink out of skulls newly torn 

from the grave , 
Dancing round them pale spectres are 

seen : 
Their liquor is blood , and this horriUe 

stave 
They howl :^" To the health of^Alon- 

zo the Brave, 
*' And his consort, the False Imogine!" 
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No. V. 

GILES JOLLUP THE GRAVE, 

AND 

jBROWN SALLY GREEN. 

ORIGINAL.— M. G. LEWIS. 

This is a Parody upon the foregoing 
Ballad, 1 must acknowledge , how' 
4ver , that the lines printed in ita^ 
Hcs, and the idea of making an 
apothecary of the knight^ and a brew 
er of the baron ^ are taken from 
a parody which appeared in ont of 
the news ' papers t under the Jit le of 
''Pil- Garlic the fixave and Brown 
Celestlne.'* 

A fioeoroA so prim and a sempstiess 

so tight ' 

Hob - a-* noiib'd in soAif tight maras- 

c|iiin{ 
Vol. /. D 
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They suck'd up the cordial witli truest 

delight : 
Giles JoUup the Grave was just fiv9 

feet in height ^ 
^nd four feet the hrot^n Saify- Green* 

-*"And as,*'vsaid Giles Jollup,«to^ 

morrow 1 go 
•* To pkysic a feverish land, 
««At sonnj sixpenny hop, or perhaps 

ttie Mayor's show , 
*<^ You'll tumble in love with some smart 

city Beau, 
*< And with him share your shop in 

the Strand."— 

— " Lord ! how can you think so?" brown 

\ Sally Green said ; 

** You must know mighty little of me; 

«* For if you be living, or if you be dead» 

"I swear, *pon my ,honor, that none 

in your stead - 
« Shall husband of Sally Green b«. 
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** And if e'ex fot an<^er tny heait should 

decide , 

■ 

*«Fali;e tdyou aiid the faith which I 
. gave, 
" Gbd grant that, at dinner too amply 

suppliied, 
** Over - eating may give me a pain in 

my side ; 
*' May your ghost then bring rhutiarb 

to physic the bride, 
^^And send her well -dosed to the 

grave!*'— 

Away went poor Giles » to what place 

is not told; 
Sally wept, till she blew her nose sore ! 
But scarce had a twelvemonth elapsed, 

. when behold! 
A brewery quite stylish, his gig that 

way roird , 
And stopp'd it at Sally X^reen's doon 

His wealth, his pot-btUy, and whis-, 

ky of cane, 

D 8 
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Soon made her nnhue to her vows ; 
The steam of strong beer now bewil" 

dering her brain , 
He eaught her while tipsy I denials 

were vain. 
So he carried her home as his spouse* 

And now the ioast beef had been bless *d 

by the priest , 
To cram now the guests had begun : 
Tooth and nail like a wolf fell the bride 

on the feast; 
Nor yef had the clash of her knife and 

fork ceased , 
When a beU'^i^twas a dustman* s) 

^tolPd^'' one r 

f % 

Then £rst with miizoment Brown Sally 

Green found 
That a stranger was stuck by her side i 
His cravat and his ruffles with snuff 

woce. embrowa'd ; 
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He ate not, he drank not, but, turn- ^ 

ing him round , 
Sent some pudding away to be fried ! ! ! . 

IHs wig was turned forwards^ and short 

was his he^fit i 
His apton was dirty to view : * 

The women (oh! wondrous)iwere hus]i'd 

at his sight : 
The cats, as they eyed him^ drew back 

(well they might). 
For his body waspea^green and blue! 

Now , as all wish'd to' speak ; but none 

knew what to say. 
They look'd mighty foolish and <jueer: 
At length spoke the bride , while she 

trembled— "I pray. 
Dear siir^ your peruke that aside • 

you would lay, 
*'* And partake of some strong or 

small ^tftfr/"— 
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The 6empstxe88 ifi silent ; tke stranger 

complies , 
And his wig from his phiz deigns to 

pull. 
Adzookst what a squall Sally gave 

through surprize ! 
Like a pig that is stuck how she open'd 

her eyes » 
When she recognized Jollup*s bare 

skull! 

Each miss then exclaim'd, while she 

tiirn'd up her snout , 
-^''Sir, your head isn't lit to be 

seen !"— 
The pot-boys ran in, and the pot-boys 

ran out, 
And couldn't conceive what the noise 

was about. 
While the Doctor address'd Sally 

Green : 

— .«* Behold me ^ thou jilMirt ! bel^old 

me !" he cried'; 
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*< YoiiVe broken the faith which you 

gave ! 
*'God grants 9 that, to punish your 

falsehood and pride. 
Over- eating should give you a pain 

in your side : 
^ Come , swallow this rhubarb ! I'll 

physic the bride, 
'^And send her well-dosed to the 

g;rave I" — 

'Fhus saying , the physic hex throat he 

forced down^ 
In spite of whatever she could say ; 
Then bore to his chariot the damsel so 

brown ; 
Nor ever again was she seto in that 

town , 
Or the Doctor who whisk'd her away. 

19 ot long liv*d the Brewer: and none 

since that time 
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To make use of tlie biewliouse pre- 
sume ; 
For*tis finnty believed, that, by order 

sublime » 
There Sally Green suffers the pain o£ 

her Clime, 
And bawls to get out of the room. 

At 'midnight four times in each year does 

her sprite 
With shrieks make the chamber re- 
sound : 
— ««I won't take the rhubarb!" she 

squalls in affright , 
.While, a cup in his left hand, a 

draught in his right, 
Giles JoUup pursues het around 1 

With wigs so well powdered, theic 

fees while they crave, 
. Dancing round them twelve doctoia 

• are seen : 
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They Mnk ducken-broth , wliile tliif 

borrible stave 
Is twang'd Uirongli each nose—** To Gi* 

lesJollHDthe Grave, 
**And his patient, the sick Sally 
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No. VL 

ELVER'S HOH. 

DANISH.— -M, G. LEWIS* 

The original is to be found in the 
**Kiampe* Viiser^* Copenhagen, «^739* 
My version of this Ballad (as also 
of most of the Danish Ballads in 
this collection) was made from a 
^German translation to be found in 
Herder's " Volkslicder." 

' X HE knigKt laid His head tt{»6n £!•* 

ver*s Hoh , 
Soft slumbers his senses begailing ; 
ti'atigue press'd its seal on his eyelids « 

when io ! 
Two maidens drew near to him » 

smiling; ' 
The one she kiss'd softly Six Algamo- 

rVs eyes J 
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The other she whisper'd him sweetly, 
— **Aiise! thou gallant young warrior, 

arise , 
**For the dance it goes gaily andi» 

&atly! 

'* Arise, thou gallant young vfairior, 

arise, . 
And dance with us now and for ever ! 
''My damsels with music thine, ear 

shall surprise, 
** And sweeter a mortal heard never—". 
Then straight of young maidens ap- 
peared a fair thtoag. 
Who their voices in harmony raising ^ 
The winds they were still as the sounds 

flew along. 
By silence their melody praising* 

The winds they were still as the sounds 

flew along ^ 
The. wolf howrd no i more from the* 

movntains; 
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The rivers were niite up<m heating 

the song. 
And calmed the loud lush of their 

fountains : 
The fish p M they swam in the waters 

so clear. 
To the soft sounds delighted attended. 
And nightingales, charm'd the sweet 

accents to hear. 
Their notes with the melody blended. 

•— **New hear me, theu gallant young 

warrior, now hear! 
**lf thou wilt partake of our pleasure^ 
*< We'll teach tliee to draw the pale 

moon from Jier sphere^ 
'* We'll show thee the sorcerer's trea* 

sure ! 
** We'll teach thee the Runic rhyme , 

teach thee to hold 
^The wild bear in magical fetters. 
To charm the red dragon, who broods 

orer' gold , 
And tame him by mystical letters**'—* 
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Now Hither 9 now tliitKer, then danced 

the gay band , 
By witchcraft the' hero surprising^ 
Who ever sat silent, his isiword in his 

, hand , ^ 
Their sports and their pleasures de- 

spi.<>ing« 
—"Now hear me , thou gallant young 

warrior, now hear! 
*'I{ still thqn disdain'st what we prof« 

fer, 
*' With dagger and knife from thy 

breast will we tear 
*' Thine heart, which refuses our of- 
fer!"-. 

Oh! glad was the knight when he 

heard the cock crow ! 

His enemies trem|>led, and left him: 

Else must he have stayed upon Elver's 

Hoh, 
And the witches of life had bereft 

him. 

rol. /. E 
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Beware then, ye warriors, returning by 

night 
From court, dress*d in gold and in 

silver ; 
Beware hfw you slumber on Elver's 

rough height. 
Beware of the witches of Elver! 
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No. VIL 

THP SWORD OF AN^ 
GANTYR. 

RUNIC.^M. G. tEWI?. 

TAff original is to be found in J^ick's 
Thesaur* Ling, Septen. I have tak^ 
, en great liberties with-it ^ and the 
' catastrophe is my own invention. 
Several versions of this Poem have 
already appeared , particularly on^ 
by Miss Seward, 

HERVOR. 

/Vkgawtyr , awake I awake ! 

Hervor bids thy sLumberii fly ! 
M^gic. thunders round thee break, 

Angantyr > reply I reply I 

Beachv nie , warrior , Crora thy graven 
Sphwafurlama's Inagic blade ; 

£ % 
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Fatal weapon , dreaded glave , 
By the dwarfis at midnight made. 

Henrai^ttTy obey my charms , 

Hanii too, and Angantyr: 
Hither, clad in bloody arms. 

Haste with helmet, swoxd, and spear ! 

Hasten » heroes, hasten all; 

Sadly pace the spell - bound sod ; 
Dread my anger, hear my call. 

Tremble at the charmer's rodf 

Are the sons of Angrym's race , ' 
They whose breasts with glory burn'd. 

All deprived of manhood's ^ace. 
All to dust and ashes turn'd ? 

Where the blasted yew - Uee grows , 
Where the bones of heroes lie. 

What, will none his grave unclose. 
None to Hervor's voice reply? 
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Shades , of wanion cold and dead , 

Fear my wrath, nor longer stay! 
fAighty souls to Hela fled. 

Come! my powerful spells obey* 

Ehher instant to my hand 

Give the sword of mystic power. 

Which the dwarf and spectre -band 
Bathed in blood at midnight hour ; 

Or , in Odin's hell of cheer , 
Never shall ye more repose. 

Never more drink mead and beer 
From the skulls. of slaughtered foes! 

ANGAMTYR. 

Heivor ! Hervor ! cease thy cries , 
Nor oblige , by impious spell , 

Ghosts of slaughter'd chiefs to rise ; 
Sport xiot with the laws of hell ! 

Know, nor friend's, nor parent's hand 
Laid in earth's embrace my bones : 

Natives of a distant land 
Raised yon monumental stones : 

E3 
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I the Tyrfing gave to these; ^ 

'Twas but justice ; 'twas their due, 
Hcrvor ! Hervor ! rest in peace , 

Angantyr has toid thee true. 

BERVOR. 

Dar*st thou still tny anger brave? 

Thus deceitful dar*st thou speak*? 
Sure as Odin dug thy grave , 

Lies by thee the sword I seek, 

I alone may call thee sire , 

1 alone thine heir can be ; 
Give me then the sword of fire , 

Angantyr , oh ! give it me t 

AlfGAMTYR. ' 

Hervor ! Hcrvor ! cease , and know , 
It endures no female hand ; 

Flames around her feet shall glow » 
Who presumes to touch the brand: 

But from thee a son shall spring* 
(So the Valkyries declare) 

Who shall reign a mighty king ; 
He the magic blade shall wear. 
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I ■ 

RERTOR. 

Hela ! H«la ! tlicice around 
This enchanted spot I pace: 

Hela! Hela! -thrice the ground 
Thus with mystic signs I trace« 

While I swear by Odin's slight, 
Balder's locks , and Sculda's wing , 

By the god r^nown*d in fight. 
By the rhymes the sisters sing^ 

Still the dead unrest shall know , 
' Still shall wave my magic rod. 
Still the shivering ghosts sh^U go 
Roimd and round this spell-bound sod. 

Till the sword , the death of shields , 
Shall my &ire to me resign , 

Till my hand the Tyrfing wields , 
As in his grasp , fear*d in mine I 

AMGAlfTTR. 

Bold ench^tntress , since no prayers 
Can this impious zeal »bate , 
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Since thy haughty bosom daire 

To dispute the will of Fate , 

I lio more retard thy doom : 

Arm'd with magio helm a»d spear 

Seek the Tyrfing, seek my tomb > 
When the midnight hour is neajr. 

H£RVOR. 

Stormy clouds around me lour ! 

All is silent , mortals sleep ! 
'Tis the solemn midnight hour ! 

Angantyr, thy promise keep, 

*Tis the time , and here the grave : 

Lo! the grate with pain I lift: 
. Father , reach me forth the glave , 
Reach the dwarfs enchanted gift. 

AWOAKTYR', 

Know , beneath my head it lies , 
Deep embrewn'd with hostile gore^ 

Hervor, daughter, cease thy cries, 
HervQr,/dliughter, ask no more. 
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Flames curl round in many a spire , 

Flames from Hilda's mystic hand ; 
1^e*tt may woman touch the fire» 

Ne'er may woman wield the brand ! 

BSRVOR. 

Wherefore , father , this delay , 

Wherefore break the word you gave ? 

Coldly burn the flames which play 
In a breathless warrior's grave. 

Give me straight the spell-fraught sword. 
Then my potent charms shall ce^se: 

Be the dead to sleep restored. 
Rest, sad spirit, rest in peace! 

AltOANTTR* 

Oh ! what daemon's direful power 
Hapless Hervor, fires thy brain? 

Fain would I retard the hour. 
Destined for my daughter's pain ! 

Yet be wise , the sword forego : 

It endures no female hand; 
Flames around her feet shall glow ; 

Who presumes to touch the brand. 
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BERVOR* 

Wilt thou still the brand conceal? 

1 must haste my friends to join » 
Where Hidalvar , clad in steel , 

Leads his troops, and waits for mine : 

Father, now the sword bestow; 

Soon 'twill hew my path to fame; 
Soon 'twill make each trembling foe 

Shrink with fear at Hervor's name! 

AlVGAMTYR^ 

Hark ! what horrid voices ring 

Through the mansions of the dead I 

•Tis the Valkyries who sing. 

While they, spin thy vital thread. 

^*-** Angantyr I" I hear them say »' 
Sitting by their magic loom, 

— ** Yield the sword , no more delay ,* 
** Let the sorceress meet her doom I 






Soon the proud one shall perceive. 
Anguish ends what crimes begins 
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** Lo ! her web of life we weave , 
<<Lo! the final thread we spin!"— 

I ohey the voice of hell , ' 

It ensures repose to me: 
Hervor, now unhind'the spell. 

And the Tyrfing thine shall be. 

HCRVOR,^ 

Since thy dread commands my sire ' 
Force the Tyrfing to forego. 

On thine altars , sisters dire^ 

Thrice twelve heroes' blood shall flow. 

With respect the mandate heari 
Angantyr, the sword resign: 
Valued gift, to me more dear, 

Thau were Norway*s scej^tre nine* 

ANGANTYR. » 

I obey! the magic glare 

Thirty warriors' blood hath spilt; 
Lo ! I reach it from my grave , 

Death is in the sheath and hilt I 
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Now 'tis thine : that daring arm 

Wields at length the flaming sword ; 
Hervor , now unbind the charm , 

Be my ghost to sleep restored. 

HERYOK 

Rest in peace , lamented shade ! 

Be tTiy slumbers soft and sweet , 
While obtaih'd the wondrous blad€ , 

Home I bend my gladsome feet. 

But from out the gory steel 

Streams of fire their radiance^ dart t 
Mercy ! mercy ! oh ! I feel 

Burning pangs invade my heart ! 

Flames amid my ringlet* play , 
Blazing torrents dim my sight! 

Fatal weapon, hence away! 
Woe be to thy blasting might I 

Woe be to the night and time » 
When the magic sword was given ! 

Woe be to the Runic rhyme , 
Which reversed the laws of Heaven { 
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Curst be cruel Hilda's fire , 

Wliich around the weapon curl'd! 

Curst the Tyrfing's vengeful ire » 
Curst myself, and curst the world \ 

What ! can nothing c6ol my brain ? 
Nothing calm my anguish wild? 
Angantyr, oh» speak again! 
Father ! father ! aid your child ! 

AMGANTTR* 

'Tis in vain your shrieks resound , 
Hapless prey of strange despair ! 

'Tis in vain you beat the ground. 
While you rend your raven hair ! 

They, who dare the dead to wake. 
Still too late the crime deplore : 

None shall now my silence break. 
Now I sleep to wake, no more I 

HERVOR* 

Curses ! curses I oh ! what pain ! 
How my melting eye-balls glow ! 
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Curses ! curses ! thrbttgh each vein 
How do boiling toxrents flow I 

Scorching flames my heart devour! 

Nought can cool them but the grave f 
Hela ! I obey thy power » 

Hela I take thy wiUiAg sUv^ ! 



I 
1 



No. VUL 

KING HACriO'S DEATH ^ 
SONG. 

RUNIC— M. G. tEWIS. 

Th0 Original, but in a mutilated 
state, is inserted in Bartholin. Caus. 
Contemt. Mort* Here again , as also 
for the translations of *< the Water* 
King,'' and of the /' Erl-King's 
Daughter ,*' I must express my ob» 
Ugations to Mr, Herder's Collection* 

VTAVKD vL and Skogul came fromThof, 
To choose a king from out the war , 
Who to Valhalla's joys should speed » 
^nd drink w^th Odia b^er and me^d* 

Of Ingwa*s race the king renown'd » 
Biarner's brother, soon thejr found, 
Ab arni'd with helmet} sword and shield* 

F 2 
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With eager step lie songlit tlie field » 
Where clashing glaves and dying cries 
Already told the combat's me* 

With mighty voice he bids appear 
Haleyger brave, and Halmygeer, 
Then forth to urge the fight he goes* 
The hope of friends , the fear of foes* 
The Normaii host soon round him 

swarms , 
And Jutland's monarch stands in arms. 

Firmly is grasp'dby Hacho bold. 
The millstone-splitters hilt of gold , 
Whose blows give death on every side. 
And, as 'twere water, brass divide; 
A cloud of javelins veils the sky ; 
The crashing shields in splinters fly ; 
And on the casques of warriors brave 
Resounds^ the stroke of many a glave. 

Now Tyr's andBauga's weapons brown 
3reak on the Norman monarch's crown ; 
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Now hotter, fiercer grows tlie fi^t. 
Low sinks the pride of many a knight ; 
And , dyed in slaughter's crimson hue. 
Torrents of gore their shields bedew ; 
From meeting weapons lightning gleams ; 
From gaping wounds the life-blood 

streams t 
With falling corses groans the laud. 
And puiple waves lash Storda's sand« 

The warring heroes now confound 
Buckler with buckler, wound* with 

wound : 
As eager as were battle sport. 
Renown they seek, and death they court; 
Till, never more to rise, they fall 
In myriads ; while , to Odin's hall , 
The daemon of the tempest brings 
A blood stream on his sable wings« 

Apart the hostile chiefs were placed, 
Broken their swords, their helms-unlaced ; 

F3 
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Y^ neither tliought liis fate would Be; 
The hall of Odia soob to see. 

-^" Great is the feast of gods to-day,'* 
Px^opp'd on her 8woTd> did Gaundulsay, 
** Since to their table tliey invite 
*'Hacho» and allhis cliiefs fro m flight !"«— 

The fated monarch hears too plain , 
Ho\y speaks the chooser of the slain ; 
Too plain beholds his startled eye. 
On their black coursers mounted high 
The immortal maids, who near him 

stand. 
Each propp'd on her ressistless brandy 

— ** Goddess of Combat!*' Hacho cries, 
" Thiis dost thou give the .battle's prize ? 
*' And do then victory's ^ods deny 
"To view my arms with friendly eye ?"— h 
—"Chide not I" fierce Skogul thus 

' repUed, 

" For conquest still shall giace thy side i 



<* Thou sKalt prevail , the foe shall yield , 
** And thine remain the bloody field." — - 

She said, and urged her coal-black steed 
Swift to the hall of gods to speed; 
^nd there to Odin's heroes tell 
A king drew near with them to dwell* 

-^"Hither," thus Odin spoke, "the 

king 
" Let Hermbder and Braga bring; 
** A monarch comes , an hero gtiest , V 
" Who well deserves with me to rest.'*-Ji- 

Said Hacho, while his streaming blood 
Four'd' down his limbs its crimson flood, 
— ?• God Odin's eyes, my brethren bold, 
^* Our arms with hostile glance be* 

hold I"— 

Then Br^ga spoke.— *<^ Brave monarch, 

know , 
**Thau to Valhalla's joys shait go. ' 



** There to drink mead in skulls of foes , 
^'And at the feast of gods repose: 
"To greet thee at the magic gate^ 
"E'en BOW eight hero-brothers wait^ 
"With joyful eyes thy coming see, 
"And wish, thou fo# of kings, for 

thee."— 

*-*" Yet be my sword ," the king replied, 
" Once more in Norman slaughter dyed ; 
"Let me, as heroes should, expire, 
"And fall in fight, as fell my sire : 
<* So shall my glory live , and fame 
" Shall long remember Hacho*s name.**— 

He ceases , and to combat flies : 
He fights, 'he conquers, and he dies; 
But soon he finds what joys attend , 
Who dare in fight their days to end : 
Soon as he gains Valhalla's gate. 
Eight heroes there to greet Ijim wait ; 
The gods a friend the monarch caU» 
And welcome Jiim to Odin*4i fialL 
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Who in Valhalla thuf shall b« 
Loved and revered , oh ! bless'd is he ; 
His conquest and his fame shall long 
Remember'd be , and live in song. 
Wolf Fenris £ist his chain shall break . 
And on mankind his fury wreak, 
Ere walks a king in Hacho's trace , 
Or fills so well his vacant place* 

Since to the gods the king hath fled. 
Heroes and valiant hosts have bled ; 
The bones of friends have stiow'd the 

sand ; 
Usurping tyrants sway the land; 
And many a teat for Hacho brave 
Still fails upon his honor'd grave. 



No. IX. 

THE 1ERL.KING. 

GERMAN.— M. G. LEWIS. 

Though founded on a J)anish tradU 
tiortf thisBallad was originaUjr writ'- 
ten in German ^ and is the prq» 

■ duct ion of the celebrated Goethe^ 
author of Wertcr , &c. 

W HO is it that rides througli the forest 

80 fast. 
While night frowns around hiin, while 

shrill roars the blast ? 
The father 9 who holds hiif young son 

in his arm. 
And close in his mantle has wrappM 

him up warm. 

•— ** Why trembles my darling ? why 
shrinks he with fei^r ?'*-— 
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ii-." Oh , father ! ray father ! the Erl- 

King is near! 
** The £rl-King , with hifi crown and hU 
beard lang and white !*'-~ 
•«^** Oh ! your eyes are deceived by the 
vapors of night.** -;• 

— ^*Come, baby, sweet baby, with me 

go away! 
** Fine clothes you shall wear , we will 

play a fine play; 
"Fine flowers are growing, whit« , 

scarlet, and blue, 
** On the banks of yon river, and all 

are for you/'— n 

_*<Oh! father! my father! and dost 

thou not hear, 
'•What words the £rl-king whispers 

low in mine ear?*'— 
—- >**Now hush thee, my darling, thy 

.'terrors appease; 
**Thou hear'st, 'mid the branches, where 
murmurs the breeze." 
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— «Oh! baby, fweet baby, with me 

go away ! 
^* My daughter shall nurse you , so fair 

and so gay; 
*<My daughter, in purple ahd gold 

who is dress'd, 
'^ Shall tend you, and kiss you, and 

sing you to rest!'* 

V-<<Oh! father! my father! and dost 

thou not see 
** The £rI-King and his daughter are 

waiting for me?" — 
•-><'0h! shame thee, my darlings 'tis 

fear makes thee blind : 
"Thou see'st the dark willows which' 

wave in the wind."— 

— " I love thee ! I doat on thy face so 

divine I 
"I must and will have thee , and 

force makes thee miner'-— 
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— »*< My father ! my father ! oh ! hold 

me now fast! 
** He pulls me! hehurts, and will have 

me at last!"— 

The father he tremblpd, he doubled 

his speed ; 
O'er hUU and through forests he sputi*d 

his Maek steed ; 
But when he arrived at his own castle 

' door. 
Life thrubb'd in the sweet baby's bosom 

no ifib(B« 



Vol. h 
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I.. •',-■■>» ■ ■ . J 

No. X. 

the erl-king^s 
daIjghter. 

DANISH. ^M. G. LEWIS. 

The Original is in the Riampe-Viiser^ 

KJ'bk mountains, through valies. Sir 

Oluf he wends 
To bid to his wedding relations and 

friends ; 
'Tib nighty and arriving where spoitf 

the elf band , 
The £rl-King's proud daughter presents 

him kcr hand. 

«— *'Now welcome. Sir Oluf! oh! wel- 
come to me! 

"Come 9 enter our circle my partner 
to be'."— i 
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•-o^* Fair lady » Hor can I dancti witli 

. you 9 nor may ; 
**To:niorr6w I marry » to-night nratt 
away/'-i* 

^"Now listen. Sir Olnf ! oh! listen 

to me! 
^ Two spurs of fine silver thy guerdon 

shair be; 
>*A shirt too, of silk will I give as a 

booui 
** Which my queen-mother bleach'd in 

the heams of the moon^ 

^Thenyied Att, Sir! OUf! oh! jrielct 

thee to nlie! 
^ And > enter our circle - my partner 

to be!"— 
i^**Fair lady, nor can J dance with 

yott» nox may; 
^.'To-monow I marry » to-ni|^f must 

away."-i-» 

G 9 
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*-<«Kow listen. Sit Olnf; oh! UsIml 

to me ! 
"An ]i«lmet of gold will I give unto 

thee!'*— 
i— << An helmet of gold would I wil* 

lingly uke , 
"But I will not danet with you^ i^or 

UrgeU'f take/'^ 

•»<* And deigns not Sit Olsf my parq- 
uet to be? 

**Xhkti cutses and sickness I givo unto 
thee; 

** Then curses and sickness thy stepi 
shall pursue: 

" Now ride to thy lady , thou lovet 
so tttte/'i-A 

I'htts Mid she , and laid her oharm*^ 

hand on his heart;— * 

SitOJtfff he ncvet had Mt Mok it 
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Swift spnrr'd lie his steed till he reach'd 

his own door , 
And thete stood his mother his castle 

before. 

-^<*Now ilddle me, Olttf, and riddle 

me right : 
*'Why look'st thou, my dearest , so 

wan and so white ^"— 
— **How should I not, mother, look 

wan and look white? 
** I , have seen the Erl-King's cruel 

daughter to-night, 

*' She cursed me ! her hand to my bo- 
som she press'd; 

*' Death followed the toitch, and now 
i'reezes my breast! 

"'She cursed me, and said, ^*To yoUr 
lady now ride;*' 

**0h| ne'er shall my lips press the 
lips of my bride."— 
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^— *'Now riddle me, 01uf» and what 

shall I say , 
** When here comes the lady, so fair 

and so gay?"— 
— ^<0h! say, 1 am gone for awhile 

to th^ woody 
**To prove if my hounds and my 

coursers are good^"— 

Scatce dead was Sir Oluf, and scarce 

shone the day. 
When in came the lady, so fair and 

so gay: 
And in came her father, and in' came 

each guest. 
Whom the hapless Sir Oluf had bailo 

to the feast* 

They drank the red wine, and they 
ate the good cheer; 

i^" Oh ! where is Sir Oluf! oh^ wher« 
is my dear?"— i- 
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^"Sii Oluf is gone for Awhile to tfao 
wood , 

** Ta prove if his hounds and his cour- 
sers are good."— 

Sord trembled the lady^ so fair and so 
gay; 

She eyed the red curtain ; she drew it 
^ away ; 

But soon from her bosom for ever life 
fled. 

For there lay Sir dluf , cold^ breath- 
less ^ and dead. ' 
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^o. XI. 

THE WATER-KING. 

DANISH. M. G. LEWIS. 

The original is in the Kiampe Viiset* 

VV iTR gentle murmur flow'd the tide. 
While l?y its fragrant flowery side 
/ ^ The lovely maid , with carols gay , ' 
To Mary's church pursued her way. 

The Water-Fiend's malignant eye 
' Along the banks beheld her hie ; 
Straight to his mother-witch he sped^ 
And thus in suppliant accents said : 

— *'OhI mother! mother! now advise » 
** How I may yonder maid surprise : 
** Oh ! mother ! mother ! now explain » 
How I may yonder maid obtain."'— 
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The witch sht gave him armor wKite; 
Sht form'd him like a gallant knight: 
Of water clear next made her hand 
A steed, Whose housings were of ^and. 

The Wat^r^King then swift he went; 
To Mary's chureh his steps he bent : 
He bonnd his eourser to the door , 
And paced the^ churchyard three tinteit 

/ four; 

His courser td the door bound he. 
And paced the churchyard four timds 

three ; 
Then hasfen'd up the aisle , where all 
The people ftpck'd , both great and small; 

The priest said, as the luiight drew near, 
^"Andwhertforecomes th6 white chief 

here?"—; 
The lovely maid she sniiled aside; 
^«*0h! would I were the white chiePs 

bride r' — 
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* 

He stepped o'er benches one and twbt 
— "Oh 1 lovely maid, I die; for you ! '*— 
He stepp'd 6'er benches two and three ; 
•^■* Oh ! lovely maiden, go with me ! ^'^^ 

Then sweetly smiled t^e lovelyxiiaid; 
And while she gave her hand, she said » 
—*' Betide me foy^ betide me woe, 
•< O'er hiil^ o'er dale, with thee I go. ''-^ 

The priest their hands together joins ; 
They dance, while clear the moon-tbeaiA 

shines : 
And little thinks the maiden bright. 
Her partner is the Water - Sprighti 

Oh! had some spirit deign'd to sing^ 
-""Your bridegroom is theWater-King!"--^ 
The maid had fear and hate confess'd^ 
And cursed the hand which then sh# 

press'd. 

6ut nothing giving ^ause to think 
How near she stray'd to danger's brinks 
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Still on she went, and iiand in hand 
The lovers reach'd the yellow saad« 

/ 
'— -<< Ascend this steed with me, my dear ! 

*' We needs must cross the streamlet here: 

** Ride boldly in ; it is not deep : 

*^The ivinds are hush'd, the billows 

sleep. "-— 

Thus spoke the Water-King. The maid 
Her traitor -bridegroom's wish obcy*d: 
And soon she saw the courser lave 
Delighted in his parent wave. 

*— ** Stop! stop ! my love I The wafers blue 
*' E'en now my shrinking foot bedew,"— « 
•— ** Oh ! lay asi^e your fears, sweet heartl 
**We now have reach'd the deepest 

part."— 

**** Stop ! sStop ! my love ! For now I see 
** The waters rise above my knee. "— 
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* 

— " Oil! lay aside yom fears, sweet heart! 
** We now Have reack'd the deepest 

part. •*— 

»— <* Stop ! stop ! for God's sake , stop * 

for oh! 
** The waters o'er my bosom flow ! "-— 
Scarce was th^ word pronounced, when 

knight 
And oourser vanished from her sight. 

She shrieks, but shrieks in vain ; for high / 
The wild winds rising, dull the cry; 
The fiend exults; the billows dash^ 
And o'er their hapless victim wash. 

Three times, while struggling with the 

stream , 
The lovely maid was heard to scream ; 
But when the tempest's rage was o'er , 
The lovely maid was seen no more« 

Warn'd by this tale, ytf damsels fair. 
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To wiiom yxm give yoiti lov« bewaie! 
Bcltere not evetjp" haadsome kniglif. 
And dance not with the Water-Sprightl* 

If 

* As I hsve taken great liBerfi^ 
wi^k this Ballad , and have Been much 

Questioned aa to nty share in it, I shall 
ere pbjoin a literal translation ; 

THE WATER-MAN. 

— ** Oh ! mother, give me good counsel ; 
<< How shall I obtain the lovely i^d ?"— • 

She (lorm'd fot ftim .a Horse of clear 

water , 
With a Mdie and saddle of sand. 

Sh« arm'd him like a gallant knight. 
Then rode he into Mary's churchyard. 

He bound his kone to the church door. 
And psiced routid the church three times 

and four. 

The Waterman efiter'd the ehiitch i 
The people thronged about him both 

great and small. 

The priest wHs then standing ikt the alla». 
—<«Who can yonder white chieftain brt** 
VoL h H 



Tbe lovely maiden Uugh'd aside— 

«< Oh ! would the white chieftain were 

for me !"— 

^He stepp'd pvcr one 9tool, and over two ; 
— *• On ! maiden, give me thy faith and 

troth !"— 

He stepp'd over stools three and four« 
— «« Oh I lovely maiden go with me !"— 

The lovely maid gave him her hand. 
—"There hast thou my troth; I follow 

thee readily." — 

They went out with the wedding gueste : 
They danced jgaily, and without thought 

of danger. 

They danced on till they reached tha 

strand : 
And now they were alone han4 in hand. 

— «* I-ovely maiden , hold my horse : 
«« The prettiest little vessel will I bring 

for you.'*— 

And when they came to the white sand. 
All ^he sftps fnade to Und, 
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And when they came to deep water 
The lovely maiden sank to the ground. 

Long heard they who stood on the shore. 
How the lovdly maidep shrieked among 

the waves. 

I advise you , damsels , as earnestly an 

Danee not with the Water-man. 
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No, XII- 

THE FIREtK^NG. 

*'TB£ BIESSIVGS OF THE EVII. GBlIll, 
WHICH ARE CVRSES, **WBRE UPOW 

jum^** JS^stern Tale, 

ORIGINAL WALTER SCOTT. 

(By the translator of Goethe's *«Goctz 
of Berlichingen.") For more of this 
gentleman's BaUad4 » both original 
and translated ^ see, « Glenfinlas ,") 
and the Foems following it. 

O01.D kniglits and fair dames, to my 

harp give an ear. 
Of love, and of war, and of wonder 

' to hear , 

And you haply may sigh in the midst 

of your glee 
At the tale of Count Albert and fair 

Ilosalie» 
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O see ypu that caatle ^ so strong and 

so Ligh? 
And se^ you that lady , th« teat in heir 

«ye? 
And see you that palmer, from Palestine's 

land. 
The shell on his hat, and the staff in 

his hand? 

•— **NoTr palmer, grey palmer, O tell 

unto me 
** Whaf news bring you home from the 

Holy Countrle ; 
** AnfJ how goes the warfare by Gallilee's 

strand , 
** And how fare our nobles , the flower 

of the landr— ' 

-«*< O tfrell goes the warfare by Oallilee's 

wive^ 
**Woi Gilead, and NaMous, UndRamab 

we have, 

93 



^^ And well fare oux nobles hj Mount 

Libanon » 
**For the Heatben have lost , and the 

Christians have won/'-« 

A rich chain of gold mid her ringlets 

there hungi 
That chain o'er the palmer's grey locks 

has she flnng; 
f< — Oh I palmer, grey palmer^ this chain 

be thy fee, 
^'For the nevrs thou hast brought from 

the East Countrie. 

« And palmer, good palmer, by Gallilee's 

wave, 
^O saw ye Count Albert, the gentle 
X and brave ? 

** When the X^rescent went back , and 

th(^ Red-cFQss rush'd on , 
^*Q S4W ye him foremost on Mount 

Libanon ?"— r 
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•— •• O lady , fair lady , the tree green 

it grows , 
** O lady , fair lady , tlie stream pure 

it flows y 

** Your castle stands strong , and your 
hopes. soar on high, 

*< But lady , fair lady » all blossoms 
to die. 
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** The green bougha they wither , the 

thunderbolt falls, . 
<*It leaves of ydur castle but levin-scorch 'd 

walls f «^ 

^*The pure stream runs muddy, the 

gay hope is gone, 
** Count Albert is taken on Mount 

Libanon."—- • 

» 

O she*s ta'en a horse should be fleet 

at her speed , 
And she's ta*en a sword should b9 

•harp at her need > 



9* 

And Bht bAfl U'en sluppin^ for Pales|ifl«*c 

land. 
To fansom Couat Albert from Soldanue'i 

hand. 

•- 

Small thovglit liad Gousft Albert on fair 

Rosalie , 
Small thought on his faith , or his 

knighthood had he ; 
A heathenish daiiisel his light iloart 

had won 9 
The Soldam's f^ir daughter of Mount 

Libanon, 

— **OhI Christiaa* brav0 Christian, 

my love would'st thou be 9 
*' Three things must thou do ere I hearken 

to thee— 
** Our lavs and oux worship on thet 

shall thou take » 
**AAd this thbu shalt first do fo^^ Zulema's 

sake. 
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** And next in th« cavtrn, welirt burns 

evermore 
'* The mystical flaoi^ whick the CuMbiani 

adore ^ 
** Alone and in silence three nights 

shall th^ii wake, 
** And this thottsl^all nespt do forZulema's 

<<And last, liiou shalt aid us with 

counael and hand, 
<«To ddve ther. Frank robbers from 

Palestine's land; 
** For my lord and my Ipve then Ccfunt 

Albert rU take, 
** When all this ifi a^^eompliih'd for 

Zvlfma^f $ak9.**^ 

H« has tkrovrn bv hi^ helmet and 
cross-handled sword, 

lUn^vAcing his knighthood* do^yiag 
his Lordf • 



f 
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He has U'en the greens caftan, and 

f urban put on. 
For the love of the maiden o£ fair 

Libanon. • 

And in the dread eavem, deep deep 

under ground ,- 
Which fifty steel gates and steel portals 

surround , 
He has watched until day-break » but 

sight saw he none. 
Save the flame burning bright on its 

altar of stone. 

Amazed was the prlndess, the Soldaa 

amazed , 
Sore murmur'd the priests as on Albert 

they gazed; 
They* search'd all his garments, and 

under his weeds , 
Th«y found , and took from him , hi 

rosary beads. 

\ 
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Again in the" cavern , deep deep under 
ground,: 
He watchM the lone niglit, while the 
winds whistled round; 
Far off was their murmjir; it came 
not more nigh. 
The flame burn'd unmoved, and nought 
else did he spy, 

. Loud murmur'd the priests, and amazed 
was the king. 

While niany dark spells of tfccir witch- 
draft they sing; 

They searcVd Albert's body, and lo! 
on his breast 

Was the sign of the Cross, by his 
father impress*^. 

The priests they erare it with care anc^ 

with pain , 
And the recreant returned to the cavem 

again j 
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But as lie descended a wVispct theie 

fell !— 
**Jt was his good angel, who l>ade 

him faiewel !-<(!• 

High hristled his haif, his heatt flutter'd 

and heat» ^ 
And he turn'd . him five steps , half 

tesolved to retreat; 
But his heart it was haidea'd^ his 

purpose was gone. 
When he thought of the maiden of 

fair Libanci-n. 

Scarce pass'd he the archway, the 

threshold scarce trod. 
When the winds irom d&e four points 

of heaven were abroad ; 
They made each steel portal to rattU 

and ring, 
Aa4» borne on the blast, ca^e the 

dread Fire-Kjog. 
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FiiU sue TO«Vdl tlie cavern whene*9g 

hf cUevr ftigk, 
T&e fan oa tire ahar blaxeA hklttring 

and Irigli; 
In volcanic explosions the mountains 

The dreaMil ^fttm^ of the Monarch 
. of Fl«aiew 

ITftaieasnred in hmghf , mndlstxiigillsh'd 

in' form, 
Mie bftaik it wa» l^tniirg , hhr voie^ 

it was storm 9 * 
I ween the stout heart of Count Albert 

wav lamer. 
When he saw in his terrors the Monarch 

of Ftame* 

Bi his hanif a bro^ad faulohiGn bltfe-glim<» 
mvr'd through smoke. 

And Mount Libaaon shook aa the 
monarch he spoke;— ^ 
Vol I. I 
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— <« With this brand shah thou conquer » 

'thus long y and no morm > 
,<<Till thou bend to the Cross, and th« 
Virgin adore,"— 

The cloud - shrouded arm gives the, 
weapon-— and see! 

The reereant receives the charm'd gift 
on his knee. 

The thunders growl distant , and faint 
gleam the fires 

Asy borne on his whiiflwjnd» thfi phantom 
: retire^. 

Count Albert has arm'd him the Paynim 

among , 
Though his heart it was false , yet his 

arm it ivas strong ; 
And the Red-cross wax*d fain^, and 

the Crescent came on. 
From the day he commanded on Moiunt 

Libanott* 
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From Libanon's fbiests to Gallilee*s 

wave , 
The sands pf Samaar drank the blood 
, of the brave -9 

TIU the Knights of the Temple, and 

Knights of Saint Jofin , 
With Salem's King Baldwin, against 

him came on. 

The war-cymbals clatter*d, the trumpets 

replied , 
The lances were coucITd, and they closed 

on each side; 
And horsemen and horses Count Albeit 

o'erthrew , 
Till he pierced the thick tumult Kin^ 

Baldwin unto. 

Against the charm'd blade which Count 
Albert did wield , 

T)ie fence had been vain of the King*l» 
Red-cross' shield ; 

I 2 
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But « pagQ tlirust him iotwkti tko 

monaicli before, 
^nii cleft tke proud turbau |be renegade 

wore. 

So fell was the dint, that Count Albert 

> stoop'd low 

Before the crofs'd shield » to his steel 

saddle-bow » 
And scarce had he bent to th^ R^d-cros^ 

his head-—* 
r^** Bonne grace, notn Z>tfiw#,"-^ 

he unwittingly said. 

Sore sigh'd, the charm'd sword, foj; 

its virtue was o*er. 
It sprung from his grasp, and was 

never seen more; 
But true men have M^d, that thoc 

lightning's red wing 

Did waft back the brand to the dread 

. • • • ^ .. . »* 

Fire-King. 



He elencVcl his set teeth; aii4 hi« 

gauntleted hand» 
He etfeteK'4 with one buffet that page. 

, on the stranci; 
As back from the strippling the broken 

casque roll'd. 
You might see the blue eyes » and the 

ringlets of gold! 

Short ^ime h«d Count Albert in horror. 

to stare 
Oa those death-swimming eye-balls and 

blood-clotted hair. 
For down came the Templars, like 

Cedfon in flood* 
And dyed their long lances in Saracen; 

blood. 

TheSaracens» Curdmans, an^Ishmaeli* 

tes yield 
To the SQallop,,^e saltier, and crosletted, 

shield. 

I 3 
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And the eaglc§ were gorged with tlio 

infidel dead 
From Bethsaida's fountains to Napkika- 

li*s headl 

* 
I 

The battle is over on Bethsaida's 

, plain — 
Oh! who is yon Paynim lies stretcli'd 

mid the slain? 
And who is yon page lying cold at 

his knee? 
Ok! who but Count Albert and fair 

l(osaHe. 

The lady was buried i& Salem's bless'd 

bound 9 
The Count he was left to the vulture 

and hound; 
Her soul to high mercy our Lady diid 

bring , 
Hla w^xit on the blast to the dread 

Fire-Ring^ 
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Yet many a minstrel in harping ean tell 
How the Red-Cross it ronquex'd, the 

Crescent it fell; 
And lords and gay ladies have sigh'd, 

mid their glee» 
At the Tale of Count Albert and fail 

|losalie« 
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. No. XIII- 

. THE CLOUD-KING. 

"adiectivb* havr but thrbjb de- 
grees OP COMPARISOJr , THE PO- 
SITIVE, COMPARATIVE , AWD SU- 
PERLATIVE." 

English Groinmar* 
- ORIGINAL. M. G. LEWIS 

W^HY how now , Sir Pilgrim ? why 
shake you with dread ? 
Why brave you the winds of night, 
cuttittg and cold? 
Full warm was your chamber, full 
soft was your bed. 
And scarce by the castle-bcll twelve 
has been tolPd* 

— *« Oh ! hear you not , Warder , with 
- anxious dismay. 
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1^ Haw rages Otd tem|^eftt» Hw patters. 
the raia ? 
<< Whii9 Icittd liaiNrll tke wlutlwiad , 
aad tkieatafla > ere day , 
^^ To itraw tbeae old tttritts Ia heaps 
on. iha pUift!"-^ 

Ko]yv calm thee. Sir Pilgiim! thy fearft 
, to remove, 
Kiiowy yearly, this moriua|; is deatin'd 
to biiag 
S^eh storms, which declare that resent- 
ment aid Jove 
Still goaw the proud hoait of th« 
eruel Clond<»King. 

One morniBg, af bocne on the winga 
of the blast , 
The fiend over. DeamiM^k directed his 
flight, 
A glance upon Rosenhall's turrets he cast» 
^ftd gazed Oft its lady, with wanton 
delight : 



Yet proud was her ey«, and her cheek 
flush'd with rage» 
Her lips with disdain and reproaches 
were fraught ; 
And lo ! at her feet knelt a lovely 
^ young page , 

And thus in soft accents compassion 
besought* 

<^— ^ Oh drive not , dear beauty , « 
wretch to despair, 
*' Whose fault is so Teni4i» a fault 
if it be; 
**For who ^could have tyes^ and aol 
,see thou art fair? 
^fOr who have an heart, and not 
give it to theel 

♦• I own I adore you ! I own you have 
been 
^f Long the dream of my night. Ion* 
the thought of my day^ 
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** But no hope had my heart that its 
idolized queen 
^ Would ever with passion mjr passion 
repay* 

** When insects delight in the blaz* 
of the sun , 
** They harbour no wisk in his glory 
to share : ' ' 

** When kneels at the cross of her 
Saviour the nun, 
'*He scorns not the praises she breathes 
in her prayer* 

** When the pilgrim repairs to St. Her- 
meglld's shrine y 
** And claims of her relics a kiss 
as his'fee, 
**HiB passion is humble., is pure, is 
divine , 
VAnd such is the passion I cherish 
for thee l"-^. 
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with insolent lave," 
Tliiii answered the lad//* her ears 

to profane; 
** Whom the monarchs of Norway and* 

Jutland 9 to sMve 
"Their passion to pity attempted 

in vain? 

<<Fiyy fiyfiro^i my sight, to M»m9 fai 
distant land! 
^*That wretch must not bveatho, 
where Romilda resides, 
^' Whose lips , while she slept , stole 
a kiss from iJiat hand , 
*^<No mortal is worthy to press as 
a krideV, 

hNoi e'er will 1 wed till soma piuace 
of the air, 
*^|iis ^art at the tkrenfe of my 
beaiify shall lay , 



*< And the two iSist domm«iids which 
I giwe him « shall swear , 
'* (Though hard should the Usk be 
enjtiin*d) to obey."— 

She said. -^Straight the castle of Rosen- 
hall roeks 
With an earthquake « and thunders 
announce the Cloud-King. 
A crown of red lightnings eonfined'hi» 
fair loeks. 
And high n'en each arni Waved an 
huge sahU wiag« 

His sandals were jneteors} liis blue eye 
rev^al'd 
Th^ fintfament's Idstre , and light 
scattered round; 
While his robe » a bright tissue o£ 
, nlin-drops coogeard, 
RefleeCod the lightnings his temples 
\ that bound. 

P^ol. I. K 



-*-« RomiWa ]»• he thundered, «% 
tharms and thy pride 
"liave drawn down a spirit; thy 
fears now dismiss , 
** For no mortal shall call thee , proud 
beauty , his bride % 
**The Cloud -Monarch comes to de« 
mand thee for his. 

i ** My eyes furnish lightnings , my wings 
cloud the air, 
"My hand guides the thunder, my 
breath wakes the storm; 
'*And the two first commancis which 
you give me , I swear , 
*< (Though haid should the task be 
enjoin'd) to perform'/*-*— 

He said, and he seized her; then 
urging his flight. 
Swift bore her away, while »ho 
struggled in vain; 



Ill 

Vet long in liei ears lang tlie dliFieks 

of affright , 
'. Which pour'd for her dangeif the 

page Amorayn* 

At the Palace of Clouds soon Romilda 
arrived. 
When the Fiend * with a smile which 
. her terrors increased , 
£xclaim*d— '* I must warn my three 
' brothers I'm wived, 
**And bid them prepare foritey wed- 
ding the feast."— 

Than lightning then swifter thrice round 
did he turn. 
Thrice bitterly cursed he the parent 
of good. 
And next in a chafing-dish hasten'd 
to burn 
Three locks of his hair , and thiete 
drops of his blood : 
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And quiddy RoniiUia/ with anxious 
aifiight. 
Hoard the Uamp of a steed, *nd 
beheld at the gate 
A youth in white arms— 'twas the false 
Walei-Spright, 
And behind him his mother, the 
soseeresB, sate* 

The yomh he wa« cotoely, tod fail 
to behold,' 
The hag was the {bill#fi« eye ^ver 
sitrvdy'd ; 
Each placed on the table a goblet of 
gold. 
While thus to Koiiiildtf the Water' 
King said*''*^ 

-^*Haii, <^e«n of the Clouds! lo ! 
we bring thee for drink 
««The blood of a daiAsel| both lovely 
attd rich. 
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^'WhoiB I teniifted, and left 'midst 
the billowft to sink, 
«* Where she died by the hands of 
my mother, the witch. 

*^£ut see'sf thou yon chatiotj which 
speeds from afar? 
** The EiKKtttg with hrxs daughter it 
brings, wile a throng 
** Of wdodtiends and sueeubi spotts 
round the ear, 
'^ And goads ait the night-marei that 
whiri it along/'-*- 

The maid, while her eyes tears of 
agony ponr'd. 
Beheld the Erl-Kivg and his daughter 
draw, near: 
A charger of silver each placed 6n the 
Board, 
While the fiend of the forests thus 
greeted her ear. 

K 3 
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*— *« With the hcMt of a waniot» Cloud 
Queen, for thy food', 
*• The head of a child on thy table 
we place : 
'* She spell-struck the.knight as he stray'd 
through the wood ; 
'* I strangled the child in his father's 
embrace."-^ 

The roof now divided. — By fogs half 
conceard , 
Suck'd from marshes, infecting the 
air as he came. 
And blasting the verdure of forest and 
field , 
On a dragon descended the Giant 
of Flame« 

Fire seem*d from his eyes and his 
nostrils to pour; 
His breath was a volume of sulphurous 
smoke; 
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He biandisli'd a sabre .till dropping 
with gore. 
And his voice shook the palace when 
silence he broke. 

^—'* Feast, Queen of the Clouds! the 
repast do not scorn; 
"Feast, Queen of the Clouds! I 
perce've thou hast food ! 
** To-morrow I feast in my turn, for at 
morn 
"Shall I feed on thy flesh, shall 
I drink of thy blood I 

" Lo II bring for.a present this^ magical • 
brand , 

"Thebotirelsof Christians have dyed 
it with red; 
" This once flamed in Albeit the renc- 
gade's hand, 

VAnd i« destined to-morrow to strike 
off thy head."*-. 



Tli«i. !«1« «1«« ■•*^* ^*"^* *''" 

Wliae tc« of legret blamed her 

folly and prid«. 
^««01il tell me, Clo^d-King, if tli« 

giant said tf«6 , 
••And wilt thou not save from his 

aabie thy biidc?*'*— 

^urfiB in vain, *y *«' ^'^T^ ^^''^^ 
hands that you wring, 

••The bond is completed , th« dye 
it is east ; 
••For she who at night weds an ele- 
ment-king, 

••Next morning must serve for his 
brother's repast.**— 



—••Yet save me, Cloud-King! by that 
love you profcss'd • 
•• Bear me back to the place whence 
you tore me away»"— • 
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•—."Fair Udyi jrott 6tndg , slt<mld I 
grant your request » 
•* Instead of to-iJioirow, wottld eat 
you to day/'— 

—"Yet mark me, Clould-lcing ! spread 
in vain is your snare 
«*FoT my bond must be void, and 
eseap'd is yoinr ptey , 
" Tlie two first commands which 1 give 
you:, hdwe'er 
'*TIi&tafsk shoirld be wondrous, unless 
you obey/*— 

— "Wert $ay'tfr thou, Romilda; thy 
will, then, impart, 
" Btft hope- not to van^uiih the Ring 
of the Storm, 
•* Or baffle his skill by invention or art ; 
" Thou can'st not command what / 
eannQt perfi»mf'*-— . 

Then clasping her hands, to ihe Virgin 
she pray'd. 



While in -curses the wicked ones 
vented their lage. 
-r**Now show me the truest of lover* I** 
7-nshe said. 
And lo ! by her side stood the lovely 
young Page. 

His mind was all wonder, her heat 
all alarms ; . 
She sank on his breast as he sank 
at her knee< 
-^* The truest of lovers I fold in my 
arms, 
''Than the truest, nov^ show me a 
friftfr /"— said she. 

Then loud yell'd the doemons E the 
cloud-fashion'd halls 
Dissolvedythunder bellow'd, and heavy 
rains beat; 
Again stood the Fair midst her own 
castle walls. 
And still knelt the lovely young page 
at her feet. 
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And soon for her own, and for RosenHall's 
loid , 
Did Homilda the truest of lovers 
declare » 
Nor e'er on his bosom one sigh could 
afford y 
That for him she had quitted the 
Monarch of Air. 

Full long yonder chapel has shelter'd 
their urns , 
• Long ceased has the tear on their 
ashes to fall ; 
Yet still, when October the twentieth 
returns , 
Roaxs the fiend round these turrets » 
and shakes RosenhalU 

Oh ! Pilgrim, thy fears let these annala , 
remove , 
For day to the skies will tranquillity 
bring; 
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Thi9 Strom b«t declares that reseotment 
and love 
StiU gnaw the prou<l heart of the 
cruel Cloud-King. * 

* Lest my readers shovfd mistake the 
drift of the foregoing tale , and suppose 
its moral to rest upon the danger in 
which Romilda was involved by her 
insolence and presumption » I think it 
necessary to explain, that my object 
in writing this story , waS to shew 
young ladies that it might possibly , 
now and then, be of tfse to understand 
a little .grammar ; and it must be clear 
' to every one , that my heroine would 
infallibly have been devoured hy the 
daemons , if she had not ludkily under- 
stood the dijference between the com* 
parative and superlative degrees. 
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No. XIV. 

THE FISHERMAN. ' 

GERMAN. M. G, LEWIS. 

From the German of Goethe. 

M, BE water rnsh'd^ the watet swell'dy 

A fisherman sat nigh ; 
Calm was his he^t , and he beheld 

His line with watchfuleye: 

While thus he sits with tranquil look^ 

In twain the water flows ; 
Then , crown'd with reeds , firom out 

the brook y 

A lovely woman rose. 

To him she sung , to him she said , 
— «< Why tempt'st thou from the floody 

Vol L h 
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«• By cf uel aits' of man betrayed , 
Fair youth , my scaly brood ? 



<c 



"Ah I knew'st thou how we find it 

sweet 

" Beneath the waves to go , 
**Thyself wouldst leave the hook's deceit, 

*^And live with us below. 

"Love not their splendor in the main 
" The sun and moon to lave ? 

" Look not fheir beams as bright again, 
" Reflected on the wave ? 

/^Tempts not this river's glassy blue, 
" So crystal , c|ear and bright ? 

"Teinpts not thy shade, wliich bathes 

in dew, 
** And shares pur copl delight ?'*— 

The water nish'd, the water swell'd , 
The ^she^man sat m^h ; 
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With wlsKfol glance the ftood beheld > 
And long'd the Wfive to tijr. 

• 

To him she said, to him she sungy 
The river's guileful ^ueen : 

Half in he fell, half in he sprung. 
And never more was seen. 
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No. XV. 

THE SAILOR'S TALE. 

ORIGINAL. M. G. LEWIS. 

JLandloiid, another bowl of poiicli, 
and comrades fill your glasses ! 

First in another bumper toast our pretty- 
absent lasses. 

Then hear how sad and strange a sight 
my chance it was to see , 

While lately , in the ' Lovely Nan »' 
returning from Goree! . 

As all alone at ^ead of night along 

the deck 1 wander'd, ^ 
And now I whistled, now on home 

and Folly Parsons pdnder'd» 
Sudden a ghastly form appear'd, in 

dripping trowSers rlgg'd. 
And soon, with strange surprise and 

fear. Jack Tackle's ghost I twigg'd 
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—"Dear Tom," quoth li«, «*I hither 

come a doiefiil tale to tell ye! 
*'A monstrotts fisl). Las safiely stow'd 

your comrade in his lielly; 
«« Groggy last night, my luck was such, 

that oireiboard I slid, 
** When a shark snapp'd aiod chew*d 

me, just AS now you chew that quid. 

** Old Nick, who seera'd confoimded gUd 

to cateh my soul a napping, 
^*Straight tax'd me with that buxom daQie, 

tlie tailor's wif« At Wapping^; 
**In vain I begged, and swore, and jaw 'd ; 

Nick »o excuse would hear; 
*' Quoth he ,—* You lubber, make your 
will, and dam'aie, downwards stef r.'*— 

** Tom , to the Aforesaid tailor's wife I 
leave my wofldly richer, 

*' But keep your seU« ny faithful friend, 
my biran-Atffv lia^n breeohes; 

1-3 
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*1 Then, when you wear them, sometimes 
give one thought to Jack that's dead , 
** Nor leave those galligaskins off while 
there remains one thread."-— 



At hearing Jack's sad tale, my heart, 

you well may think, was bleeding ; 
The spirit well perceived my grief, and 

seem'd to be proceeding. 
But here, it so £ell out, he sneezed.:-^ 

Says I — ** God bless you, Jack !"— 
And poor Jack Tackle*s grimly ghost 

was vanished in a erack! 

Now comrade^ , timely warning take, 

and landlord fill, the bowl; 
Jack Tackle, for the tailor's wife , has 

damn'd his precious soul ; 
Old Nick's a devilish dab . it seems , 

at snapping up a sailor's. 
So if you kiss your neighbour's wife , 

be sure she's not a sailor's* 
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THE PRINCESS AND THE 
SLAVE. 

ORIGINAL.- M, G* LEWIS. 

W HERB fragxant breezes sigh'd through 

orange bowers V 
And springing fountains cool'd the air 

with showers , 
From pomp retired , and noon-tide's 

burning ray. 
The fair, the royal Nouronihar lay. 
The cups of roses, newly-cropp'd, were 

spread 
Her lovely limbs beneath,' and o'er 

her head 
ImprisonM nightingales attuned their 

throats , 
And luU'd the princes with melodious 

notes. 
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Here roll'd a lucid stream its gtatle 

With scarce heard murmur; while a 

Georgian slave 
Placed near ibe couch with feathers 

in her hand , 
The lady's panting hreast in silence 

fann'd , 
And chased dve insects, who presiuned 

to s«ek 
Their banquet on tke bcauty'is glowing 

<cii«ek. 
Tliifi slave, a raild and $iiople maid 

was shjs. 
Of eonimon form , and bo%n of low 

degree , 
Whose onl}'' charms were smiles, devoid 

of arty 
Whose only wealth, a gentle feeling 

heart* 
While thus within her secret loved 

retreat , 
Half sleeping , half awalre , oppressed 

with heat , 
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The pilnce^s slumbcr'd; luear her, ihrili, 

yet faint. 
Rose the sad tones of suppliant sorrow's 

plaint. 
She starts , and angry gazes round : 

^wn loi 
A wretched female . beot with age and 

wo#. 
Drags her ' unsteady fe«t the arbour 

nigh. 
While every step is ammber'd by a 

si«h. 
Meagre and wan her focsi, her cheek 

is pale ; 
Her tatter'd garments scarce her limbs 

can veil; 
Yet still, through want and grief, her 

air betrays 
Grandeur's remains, and gleams of better 

days. 
Soon as to Nouroniiuir'fi couch she 

came , 
Low on the ground he^r weak and trem- 
bling frame 
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Exhausted sank; and then, with gaspiag 

breast , 
She thus in plaintive tones the fair 

address'd* 

i— ** If e'er compassion's tear your cheek 

could stain , 
*'If e'er you languish'd in disease and 

pain, 
•* If e'er you sympathized with age's 

. groan , 
<*Hear, noble lady» hear a suppliant's 

moan 1 
" Broken by days of want , and nights 

of tears , 
"By sickness wasted » and oppress'd 

by years , 
*' Beneath our sacred Mithra's scorching 

fire 
"I sink enfeebled, and with thirst 

expire* 
<* Yon stream is near : oh ! list a sufferer's 

cry. 



<* And reach one draught of watei , lest 
I die !"^ 

*^** What means this bold intrusion ?'' 
cried the fair. 
With peevish tone, and discontented 

air; 
*• What daring voice , with wearying 

plains 9 infests 
*• The sacred grove where Persia's prin- 
cess rests ? 
« 

*' Beggar begone, and let these clamors 

cease! 
*• This buys at once your absence , 

and my peace."-^ 

Thus said the princess, and indignant 

frown*d , 
Then cast her precious bracelet on the 

ground , 
And tum'd again to sleep. With joyless ^ 

eye 
The fainting stranger saw the jewel lie « 
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When lo! kind Selima (the Geoigian's 

name) , 
Softly with water from the fountain 

came; 
And while » with gentle grace » she i 

gave the bowl. 
Thus sweetly sad her feeling accents 

stole, 

•—''Humble and poor, I nothing can 

bestow, 
*' Except these tears of pity £Br your 

woe: 
«*'Tis^ all I have; but yet that all 

receive 
** From one who fain your sorrows 

would relieve, 
^* From one who weeps to view such 

mournful scenes; 
** And would give more. But that 

her hand lacks means^ 
*' Drink, mother! drink! the wave is 

cool and clear. 



*< But dcink in silence, lest the princess 
hear!"— 

Scarce are these words pronoimeed , 

when 9 bless'd surprise! 
The stranger's age-bowed figure swells 

its sice ! 
No more the stamp of years deforms 

her face ; 
Her tattcr'd shreds to sparkling lobes 

give place; 
Het breath perfumes the air with odors 

sweet ; 
Fresh roses spring wherever tread hat 

feet , 
And from her eyts, whete reign delight 

and love^ 
Unusual splendor glitters through the 

grovel 
Her silver wand , her form of heavenly 

mould , 
Her white and shining robes, her wings 

of g6ld , 

Vol. I. M 
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lier port lYiajesliCy and superior height. 

Announce a daughter of the world of 
light I 

The princea? , whom her slave's delighted 
: cries 

Compeil'd once more to ope hei sleep- 
bound eyes. 

With 'vvondcr mix'd with awe the scene 
survey'd » 

While tlfti* the Peri chcer'd the captive 
maid, 

"Look up, sweet girl , and cast aH 

fears aside t 
*■! seek my darling son's predestined 

bifide 9 
«<And here I find her: here are found 

. alop?, 
"Feelings as kind, as gracious as his 

own. 
** For you , fair princess , in whose 

eyes of blue, 
"The strife of envy, sh^me, and grief, 

I view. 



»35 
^'Observe, and profit by this scene! 

• you gave, 
*• But oh ! how far less nobly than 

your slave ! 
** Your bitter speech , proud glance , 

and peevish tone, 
**Too plain declared, your gift was 

meant alone - 
*' Your own repose and silence to secure, 
** And hush the beggar , not lelieve the 

poor ! 
^'O I royal lady, let this lesson prove, 
** Smiles, more than presents, win a 

suppliant's love; 
" And when your mandates rule some 

distant land , 
** Where all expect their blessings from 

your hand , 
^'Rememher, with ill-will and firowns 

bestow'd , 
^•Favors offend, and, gifts become a 

loadl"^ 

Ma 
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No. XVII. 

THE GAY GOLD RING. 

ORIGINAL.— M. G. LEWIS. 

— *< X HBRE is a tKing , there is a 

thing, 
*« Which I fain would have from thee! 
*' I fain would have thy gay gold ring $ 
"0! warrior, give it me?"-^ 

He lifts his head; 

Lo ! near his bed 

Stands a maid as fair as day; 

Cold is the night » 

Yet her g^i^ent'is light. 

For her shift is her only array. 

— "Come you frojn east, 

" Or. come you -from west, 

*' Or dost from the Saracens fiee ? 



««qold is tlic mglit, 
*«And your garment is Hglit, 
**Come, sweetheart, and warm -you 

by me !"— 

*— "My garment is light , 

''And cold is the night, 

*' And I would that my limbs were an 

cold : 
"Groan must I ever, 
"Sleep can I iievcr, 
«* Knight, till you give me your gay 

ring of gold ! 

For that is a thing, a thing, a thing, 
•* Which I fain would have from thee! 
"I fain would have thy gay gold ring } 
O ! warrior , give it me ?"—* 
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-«««That ring Lord Brooke 

" From his daughter took ; 

"Hp gave it to me, and he s^oi9» 

<f That fair U-dy9 
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••My bride sKould !>«, 

** When tktf crasade were e'er. 

««Nc*cr dii miw eyes that lady view, 
** Bright Emmeline by name : 
** But if fame say true , 
•'Search Britaiia throogh, 
•« You'll &id M fairer ^a»e. 

"But though she be fair, 

••She cannot compare, 

••I wot, uweet lass, with thee; 

•« Then pass by my side 

••Three nights as my bride, 

••And the guerdon the ring shall be I"— 

In siienee the maid 

The kttight obey'd; 

Low on his pillow her head she laid : 

But soon as by hers his hand was 

press'd , 
Changed to ice was the heart in his 

breast ; 
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And his limbs were feitet'd in fcozen 

chasiu. 
And tum'd to snow %vas the blood ia. 

his veins. 

The cock iiowr crows! 

The damsel goes 

Forth from ihe test; and the blood 

which she froze. 
Again thrott|^ the veins of Lord £lmeriek 

flews. 
And agagi hie heart with passion glows* 

Donned the knight 

Hie armour bright; « 

Full wroth was he , I trow ! . 

— •* Bcshrew me T* he said , 

** If thus, fair maid» 

** From my tent to*morrow you go !"^^ 

Gone was light: 

Come was night! 

The sand-gUss told« 'twas three; 
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And again stood there 

The stranger fain. 

And murmur again did the, 

<— *' There is a thing , there is a things 
** Which I fain would have from thee ! 
•* I fain would have thy gay gold ring ; 
** O I warrior , give it me !*'-^ 

—"One night by my side 
*'Hast thou pass'd as my bride; 
«* Two yet remain behind : ,^ 
** Three must be pass*d , 

Ere thy £nger fast 

The gay gold ring shall bind."-*- 
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Again the maid . ' 

The knight obey'd ; 

Again on his pillow her head she laid ; 

And again, when by hers his hand 

was press'd » 
^hanged to ice was the heart in his 

breast ; 
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And his limbs yvett fettered in frozen 

chains , 
And turn*d te snow was the blood in 

his veins ! 

Three days were .gone , two nights 

were spent ; 

Still came the maid, when the glass 

told "three;" 

How she came , or whither she went , 

None could say , and none could se(» ; 

But the warrior heard. 

When night the third 

Was gone, thus claim'd his plighted 

word. 

— -** Once !— twice !«-fthrice by your side 

"Have I lain as your bride; 

** Sir Knight! Sir Knight, beware you I 

** Your ring 1 crave I 

«« Your ring 1*11 have , 

fi Ox limb frpm Umb I'll tear you !?*-< 
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She drew from hU haad the ring so 

gays 

No limb could lie move , and ao wotd 

could he say« 
— ** See , Arthur , I bring 
"To ray grave, thy ring,"-^ 
Murmur'd the maiden , and hied her 

away* 

Then sprang so light 

From iiis couch the knight $ 

With shame his cheek was red: 

And, filled with rage* 

His little fool page 

He call'd from beneath the bed« 

•**-"Come hither, come hither » 

<*My lad so lither; 

*« While under my bed you lay , 

'« What did you see * 

*^ And what maiden was she , 

f* Who left me at breaking of day ?"^ 
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r— "Oh! mastcf , I 

<'No maid eould spy, 

** As IVe a »<ml to save i 

** But when the coek erevr, 

** The lamp bum'd blue , 

** And the tent smell'd 1&«^» gvaTef 

^ And I heard a voice in nnguiah ntoaOj 
"And a hell seem'd four to tell; 
"And the voiee was tike a djsng gr^an^ 
"And the bell like a passing bell!''— 



Lord Brooke look'd up. Lord Brooke 

look *a down » 

Lord Brooke look'd over the plain ; 
He saw cdme riding tow'rds the town^ 

Of knights a jolly train: - 

•*- " Is it the king of Scottish land , 
"Or the prince of some far conn- try e, 

" That hither leads yon goodly band 
" To feast awhile with me V*^ 

" Vol. I, N 
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m^** Oh \ it't not tlie prince of some 

far coim-trye', 
** Nor tJie king of Scottish land : 
^It's Elmerick come from beyond the 

fed, 
'^T«^ claim Ladj &imeline*« hand/'^* 

Tiien down Lord Brooke's grey beard 

was seen 
A stream- of' tears to pour; 
«-««*0h! d<a|h..iii7 dau^tex'ii spouse 

has been 
<* These seven long years and more ! 
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Remorseful guilt and self^despite 
Destroy'd that beauteous flower* 
** For that her falsehood kiird a knight ; 
*''Twas ArthuB of the Bower. 
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''Sir Arthur gave her his heart to have, 
AujcL he gave her hib troth to hold • 
And he gave her his ring, so fair; 

. and brave , 
W99 all of the good red gpld : 
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**And sKe gave him her woid, that 

only he 
*' Should kiss her as a bride ; 
*'And she gave him her oath, that 

■ ring should be 
*' On her hand the day she died. 

**But when she heard of Lord Elmerick's 

fame , 
«*His wealth, *nd princely state; 
"And when she heard, that Lord Elme- 

rick's name 
/'Was praised hy low and greats 

*• Did vanity full lightly bring 
LMy child to break her oath , 
And to you she sent Sir Arthur's 

ringj 
*' And to him sent back his tro^. 

" Oh ! when he heard , 

«*That her plighted word 

** His false love meant to break , 

N 2 
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«* The youth gtewr sad , 

«*And the youth grew mad, 

" And hi* «word he spiaag fo take i 

"He set the point against his side, 
« The hilt against the floor; 

•« I wot , he made a wound so wide , 
'* He never a word spake more. 

<« And now , too late , my child began 
"Remorseful tears to shed; 

««Her heart grew faint, her cheek grew 

wan , 
••And she sickcn*d,and took taker bed. 

<*The Leech then said, 

<*And shook his head, 

<' She ne'er could health recover ( 

"Yet long in pain 

** Old the wretch remain , 

*• Sorrowing for her lover. 

** And stttt 'twas a piteous sighi to see, 
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^'How slie prayed to die, but it might 

not be; 
** And when the morning bell told three, 
''Still in hollow voice cried she, 

•^*' There is a thing, there is a thing, 
" Whleh I fain would have from thee I 
"I fain would have thy gay gold ring ; 
Oh I warrior , give it niie !*' — 
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Now who than ice was colder then. 
And who more pale than snow 7 

And who was the saddest of all sad men ? 
Lord flmerick , I trow ! 

— '< Oh ! lead me, lead me to the placa 
" Where Emmeline's tOmb doth stand, 
" For I must look on that lady V face , 
And touch that lady*s hand !"-* 
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Then all who lieard him; stood aghast. 
But not a word was said , 

Ns 
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Willie through the chapel's yard they 
, 'pas»'d , 

And up the chancel sped. 

They burst the tomb, so fair and sheen; 
Where Emmeline's coriie inclosed had ■ 

been; 
^nd lo ! on the skeleton's finger so lean. 
Lord Elmerick's gay gold ring was 

seen! 

Damsels ! damsels ! mark aright 

The dolefal tale I sing ! 

Keep your vows, and heed your plight. 

And go to no warrior's tent by night. 

To ask for a g9y gold rlng«* 

* I once read in soiiie Grecian author, 
whose name I have forgot , the siojy 
which suggested to me the outline of 
the foregoing ballad. It was, as follows : 
a young man anivlog at the house of 
a friend, to whose daughter he was 
betrothed, was informed, that some 
weeks had passed since death had de- 



privedhim oYhls intended bride. Nevet 
Iiaving seen her, he soon reconciled 
himself to her loss, especially as, during 
his stay at his friend's house , a young" 
lady was kind enough to visit him every 
night iiK his chamber, whence she retired 
at daybreak ,> always carrying with hec 
some valuable present .from her lover. 
This intercourse bontinued tilt accident 
shewed the young man the picture of 
his deceased bride, and he recognized* 
with hortor, the features of his nocturnal 
visitor. The young lady's tomb being 
opened, he found in it the. various pre- 
sents which his liberality had bestowed 
on his unknown inamorata. 
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No. XVUI- 

tHE GRIM WHITE WOMAN. 

OBIGINAL^-^— M. G. LEWIS. 

JLons Ronald wa^ htuidsome^ Lord 

Ronald was young; 
Tke green wood he traverted, and gaily 

he sung; 
His bosom was light « and he spvm*d 

on amain t 
When lo! a fair lass caught his steed 

hy the rein. 

She caught by the rein, and she sank 

on her knee; 
•—"Now stay thee, LOrd Ronald^ and 

listen to me !" — 
She sank on her knee, and her tears 

*gan fo flow, 
—."Now stay thee. Lord Ronald, and 

pity my wOe l"— 
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«-**Nay, ianet, fair Janet, I needs 

roust away; 
•*I speed lo my mother, who chides 

my delay."-^ 
— «« Oh I heed not her chiding ; though 

bitten it be , 
** Thy falsehood and scorn are more 

bitter to me."-i^ 

-^«Nay, Janet, fair Janet, 1 needs 

must depart; 
**My brother stays for me to hunt tlie 

wild hart."— 
— «* Oh ! let the hart live , and thy 

purpose forego, 
'* To sooth with compassion and kindness 

my woe/'— 

— "Nay, Janet, fair Janet, delay me 

no more; 
** Yott please me no longer, my passion 

is o'er a 
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**A leman more lovely waits dowa 

in yon delL 
*' So , Jtnet , f«ui Janet , for ever 

farewel !"— • 

No longer tKe damsel's entreaties b« 

heard ; 
His dapple-grey horse through the forest 

he spurred; 
And ever» as onwards' the foaming 

steed flew^ ^ 

Did Janet with curses the false on9 

pursue. 

> 
—"Oh! cursed he the day," in di- 
straction she .cries » 
When first did thy features look fair 

in my ^ts ! 
And cursed the false lips, which 
beguiled me of fame ; 
*'And cursed the hard hearty which 
resigns me to shame I 
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."The wanton, whom now jrou forsake 

me to please-^ 
"May her kisses be f^oison^ her touch 

be disease! ** 
** Whett you wed , may ' your couch 

• be a stranger to joy, 
"And the Fiend of the Forest your 

offspring destroy! 

*• May the Grim White Woman > who 

haunts this wood, 
«* The Grim White Woman^ who feasts^ 

on blood i 
** As soon as they number iwdve months 

and a diy^ 
** Tear the hearts of your babes from 

their bosoms away."*-*- 

Th^n frantic with love and remorse 

home she sped, 
Lock'd the door of her chamber* and 

sank OIL her bed ; 
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Nor^^t^i^ codipUinf 8 and with tears 

liad she done. 
When the clock ia St. Christopher^g 

church strnck--'* one 1'*— 

Her bloody wliy she knew not, ran 

cold at the sound; 
She lifted her head, she |;a£ed fearfully 

round ! 
When, lo! near the hearth, hy a 

cauldron's blue light. 
She saw the tall form of a fimale iir 

white* 

Her eye, fix'd and glassy, no passions 

express'd ; 
No blood fiird her veine, and no heart 

warm*d her breast! 
She seem'd like a corse newly tdra 

from the tomb. 
And her breath spread the chillness 
- of death through the room« 
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Her arms, and htr feet, and hei bosom 

were bare; 
A shroud wrapped her Hmbs, and asnake 

bound her hair. 
This spectre , the Grim White Woi^ 

was she, * 

And the Grim White Woman was fearful 

to see! 

And ever , the cauldron as over she bent. 
She mutter'd strange words of mistft* 

rious intent i 
A toad, still alive, in the liqi^or she 

threw , 
And loud shriek'd the toad , as in pieces 

it flew ! - 

To heighten the charm , in the flames 

next she^ flung 
A viper, a rat, and a mad tiger's tongue ; 
The heart of a wretch , on the rack newly 

dead , 
And an eye, she had torn &om a par-. 

ricide's head* 
Vol. /. O 
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The flamos now divided ; tKe clianii was 

complete ; 
Her sptlU tlie White Spectre forbore to 

repeat ; 
To Janet their produce she hasten'd to 

bring , 
And placed on her finger a little jet ring J 

»—" From the Grim White Woman," she 

murmur 'd , ** receive 
'*Agift, which your treasure y nowlosf, 

will retrieve. 
«» Remember, 'twas she who relieved your 

despair, 
^ And when you next see her , remembei; 

your prayer ! ** — 

This said, the Fiend vanish'd ! no longer 

around 
Poor'd the cauldron its beams ; all was 

darkness profound; 
Till the gay beams of oiorning illumined 

the skies , 
And gay as the morning did Honal^ arise. 



With liawks and with h<»uicU to th« 

forest rode he:' 
— "Trallira ! trallara I fromJanet I'm free! 

f 

*' Trallira ! tralUra ! itiy old love, adieu I 
"Traliira ! trallara ! I'll get me a new I"— 

But while he thus caroUM in badheloi 's • 

pride, 
A damsel appe^ir'd l>y the rivulet's side : 
He rein'd in his courser, and soon was 

aware , 
That nerer was damsel more comely 

and ' fair. 

' He felt at her sight , what no words 

can impart ; 
She g^ve him a look, and he proifer'd 

his heart : 
Her air, while she listened, was modest 

and bland : 
She gave him a smile, and he ptbff^M 

his hand. 

2 



Lord RoBald was luadsome. Lord Ronald 

was young. 
And soon on his bosoni sweet Ellinor 

kuiig ; 
And soon to St. Christoplier's cliapel 

they ride. 
And soon does Lord Rooa]d call Ellen 

his bride. 

Days, weeks* and months fly.— '* Ding- 
a-dlngt ding-a-dlng !" — 

Haikt haxk! in the aii how the castle- 
bells ring t 

K— **And why do the castle-bells ring 
in the mV*^ 

Sweet Ellen hath bom to Lord IVonald 
nm hfic. 

Days, wedcsy and months. fly«^*^Bing- 
adding! ding«a-dingl"— * 

Again y lurk! how gaily the caalle«> 
bells ling? 
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— ** WJiy again do the castle bcUs carol 

so gay?**— 
A daughter is bont toLord Roiiald to-d;^. 

But cee'st thou yon herald ae awift 

hither bend ? 
Lord Ronald is summon'd hit king to 

defend : 
And see'st thou the tears of sweet 

£lUnor flow I 
LordRonald has left her to combat the foe. 

Where slumber her babies, her steps 

are address'd; 
She presses in anguish her son to her 

breast ; 
Kor ceases she A»nabell*s cradle to 

rock, 
Till^<« one !"-h[s procUim'd hy the 
I loud cMtle-clock. 

I 

Her blood « v/hy she knows not, runs 

cold at the sound 1 

03 
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She. raises Ker head ; she looks fearfully 
round ; 

Aad lo ! near the hearth , hy a caul- 
dron's blue light. 

She S99S the tall form of a female in 
white ! 

The female with horror sweet Ellen 

ibeholds : 
Still closer her son to hex bosom she 

folds ; 
And cold tears of terror bedew hei 

' pale cheeks , 
While, nearer approaching, the Spectre 

thus speaks.*— 

^"The Grim White Woman, who 

haunts yon wood , • 
** The Grim White Woman, who feasts 

on blood, 
** Since now he has nnmber'd twelve 

months and a day, 
** Claims the heart of your son , and 

is come, for her prey/'— < 
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— "Oh! Grim White Woman, my 

baby now spare ! ^ 
**I'il give you these diamonds, so 

precious and fair!" — 
—^'^ Though fair be' those diamonds, 

though preeious they be, 
** The blood of thy babe is more precious 

to me!"-.. 

—"Oh! Grim White Woman, now 

let my child live! 
*' This cross of red^ rubies in guerdon 

1*11 give !"— 
-^"Though red be the flames from 

those rubies which dart , 
*«More red is the blood of thy little 

child^s heart/*--- 

To soften the daemon no pleading pre- 
vails; 

The baby she wounds with her long 
crooked nails : 
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Sht tMKt from Ills bosom ^e keart at 

" hn prey ! 
«^«< Tk mint !"-*8hriek'd the Spectre, 
and vanish'd away. 

Tke {o« ]« defeated » and ended the 

etrife , 
And Ronald speeds borne to his children 

and wife. 
Alas* OA his castle a black banner 

.flies. 
And urns trickle fast froai kis fair 

lady's 9yt&, 

— ff3ay» why om my castle a black 

banner flies, 
*' And why trickle tears from my fair 

lady's eyes?" — 
••^^'In 'yoar absence the Grim Wkite 

Woman was kere, 
'f And. 4eaid Js your son , whom you 

.vahied so d^jr."*— 
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Deep sorrow'd Lord Ronald; but soon 

for his grief. 
He found in the arms of sweet Ellen relief: 
Her kisses could peace to his bosom 

restore , 
And the more he beheld her, he loved 

her the morei 

Till it chanced, that one night, when 

the tempest was loud. 
And strong gusts of yirind rock*d the 

turrets so proud. 
As Ronald lay sleeping he heard a voice 

ciy, 
— "Dear father, arise, or your daughter 

must die !"^ 

He woke, gazed around, look'd below, 

look'd above; 
— « Why trembles my Ronald ? what 

ails ihee, my love!**-— 
— *^I dreamt, through the skies that 

I saw a Uawk dart, 
«« Pounce a little white pigeon, and 

tear out its heart,** — 
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.^"Oh husli thee, my husband; thy 

vision was vain.**— ' 
Lord Ronald resign'd him to slumber 

again : 
But soon the same voice, wiph bad 

rouzed him before , 
Cried^**Father, arise, or your daughter's 

no m9re!"-T- 

Hc woke, gazed around, look'd below, 

iook'd above; 
— «* What fears now , my Ronald ? 

what ails thee, my love?"— 
p— "I dreamt that a tigress, with jaws 

opea'd wide, 
«*ilad fastened her fangs in. a little 

lamb's side !''— • 

—"Oh I hush thee, my husband; no 

tigress is here.**— 
Again Ronald slept, and again in his ear 
Soft murmur'd the voice,— "Oh! be 
warn'd by your son; 
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**Dear father, arise, for it soon will 
strike— ."one!*'— 

'* Your wife , for a spell your afFei:tioos 

to hold, 
** To the Grim White Woman her 

children hath sold ;. 
'* E'en now is the Fiend at your bahe's 

chamber door; 
••Then father, arise, or your daughter's 

no niore!"— 

From his couch starts Lord Ronalds 
in doubt and dismay. 

He seeks for his wife^^but his wife 
is . away • 

He gazid around , looks below , looks 
above ; 

Lo ! there sits on his pillow a little 

\ white dove! 

A mild lambent flame in its eyes s«em'd 
to glow; 
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Moie pure was its plomagc tHan stiU- 

falling ^now\ 
Except where a scar could be seen on 

its sid9t 
And thrpe small drops of blood the 

withe feathers had dyed. 

-—<* Explain, pretty pigeon » what^axt 

thou, explain?**— 
— « The soul of thy son, by the Whitr 

Daemon slain; 
''£*en now is the Fiend at your babe's 

chamber door, 
** And thrice having warn'd you , I 

warn you no morel**— 

The pigeon then vanished ; and seizing 

his sword. 
The way to his daughter Lord Ronald 

explored ; 
Distracted he sped to her chamber full 

fast , 
And the clock it struck***' one !*'- 

the threshold he past* 
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Aifd straiglit near the liearth , by « 

cauldron's blue light. 
He saw the tall form of a female In 

white ; 
Ellen wept, to her heart while hei baby 

she pressed y' 
Whom the spectre approaching , thus 

fiercely address'd* 

— «The Grim White Woman, who 

haUnts yon wood , 
«« The Grim White Woman, who feasts 

on blood, 
** Since now she has numbered twelve 

months and a day , 
** Claims the heart of your daughter, 

and comes for her prey!*'— ^ 

This said, she her nails in the child 

would have flx'd ; 
Sore struggled the mother; when, p.^ 

rushing betwixt, 
. Vol. L P 



Bonald f truck at the Ficind with his 
ready-drawn hratid. 

And, glancing a^ide, hU blow lopp'd 
his wife's hand 1 

Wild laughing, the Fiend caught the 

hand from the floor , 
Beleasing the babe» kiss*d the wound , 

drank the gore ; 
A little jet ring from the finger then 

drew , 
Thrice shriek'd a loud shriek , and was 

borne from their view I. 

Lord Rojnaldj while horroi still bristled 

his hair» 
To EU^n now tum'd;— but no Ellen 

was there ! 
And lo! in her place, his surprise to 

complete* . 
Lay Janet, all covered with blood , 

at his feet ! 
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.— >'< YoSy txaitor, 'tis lanet I"— she cried ; 

-—"at my sight 
'< No moze ^111 your heart swell with 

love and delight ; 
''That little yet ring was the cause of 

your flame, 
''And that little jet ring from the 

Forest-Fiend cam«. 

"It endowed me with beauty, your 

heart to regain ; 
** It fix*d your affections , so wavering 

and vain ; 
"But the spell is dissolved » and your 

eyes speak my fate , 
*^My falsehood is clear, and as clear 

is' your hate* 

^^Bttt what caused my falsehood?'—' 
your falsehood alone: 

"What voice said— 'be guilty?'-* se- 
ducer , your own ! 

P 2 
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f*Yo« vow'd mitk for tvtr, tlio oath 

I believed, 
**Aad liad you not deceived iiie» / 

jbad not deceived. 

''Remember my joy, when affecttoft 

you *swo«e ! 
'* Remember mj pangs, when your pas* 

sion was o'er ! 
^' A curse, in my rage, on your children 

was thrown, 
*' And alas! wretched mother, that curse 

struck my ownj**— 

And here her strength fail*d her! — ^the 

sad one to save 
In vain the Leech labor*d ! three days 

did she rave; 
Death came on the fourth, and restored 

her to peace. 

Nor long did Lord Ronaid survive heK 
dfcease. 
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Despair dSUs Ins lieaxt! hm no longer 

can Bear 
His castle, for Ellen no longer is there • 
From Scotland he hastens, all comfort 

iiisdainSy 
And soon his l»ones whiten on Palestine*! 

plains. 

If you hid me, fair damsels » my moral 

rehearse , 
It is, that young ladies ought never 

to ciixse; • 
For no one will think her well-bred , 

or polite. 
Who . devotes little babes to d|im 

Women in Whit^« 
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No. XIX. 

THE LITTLE GREY MAN. 

ORIGINAL. ^H, BUNBURY. 

JVIary-Awn was the dailing of Aix» 

la-Cliapelle; 
She bore through its province, unenvied, 

the belle ; 
The )oy of her fellows » her parents* 

delight ; 
So kind was her soul , and hei beauty 

so bright : 
No maiden surpass'd, or perhaps ever can. 
Of Aix-la*Chapelle the beloved Maiy- 

Ann. 

Her form it was faultless, unaided by art : 
And frank her demeanour, as guileless 
her heatt; 
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Her soft melting eyes a sweet languor 

bedeck'd , 
And youth's gawdy bloom was by love 

lightly chcckM; 
On her mien had pure nature bestow'd 

her best grace y 
And lier mind stood confess'd in the 

charms of her face* 

Though with suitors beset, yet her 

Leopold knew , ^ 
As her beauty was matchless, her heart it 

was true, 
5o fearless he went to the wars ; while 

the maid , 
Her fears for brave Leopold often 

betray *d s 
Full oft , in the gloom of the churchyard 

reclined , 
Would -she pour forth her sorrows and 

vows to the wind. 

i— " Ah me ! "—would she sigh, in a tone 
that would melt 
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The heart that one spaaik of tine lov« 

ever felt ; 
— ** Ah me ! "—would she sigh — " pMt 

and gone is the day » 
*< W^ien my father was plighted to giye 

me away ! 
<*My fancy, what sad gloomy ^fosage 

appalls ? 
** Ah ! sure on the Danube my Leopold 

falls I "— 

One evening so gloomy 9 when only the 

owl 
(A tempest impending) would venture 

to prowl; 
Mary'Ann» whose delight wasin sadness 

and gleom, . 
By a newly-made grave sat her dowa 

on a tomb ; 
But ere she to nttipber her sorrows began, 
Lo ! out of the grave jump'd a Little 

Grey Man! 
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His Hat it was deadly . hk 9yeB th^y 

were ghast; 
Long and pale were Hs fingeis, that 

held her arm fast;*^ 
She shriek'd a loud shriek, so affrighted 
^ was she; 

And' tfimly &e scowl'd , as he jump'd 

on her knee* 
With a voice that disnay'd heiw*" The 

Danube ! "--•he' cried ; 
** There Leopold bleeds ! Mary- Ann is 

my bride!"-* 

5^« shrunk, allappalPd, and she gazed 

all around ; 
She closed her sad tyea , and she sunk 

on the ground : 
The Little Grey Man he resumed his 

discourse «— 
— « To-morrow I take thee,^ for better, 

for worst t—« 
" At midnight my armf shall thy body 

entwine , 
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f Oi this newly-made gravv. Mazy- Ann, 
shall b« thine I •'— 

With fear and with fright did the maid 

look around. 
When she first dared to raise her sad 

eyes from the gioui^ ; 
With fear and with fright gazed the 

poor Mary- Ann, 
Though lost to her sight was the Little 

Grey Man: 
With fear and with fright from the 

churchyard she fled; 
Heach'd her home, now so welcome ^ 

and sunk on her hed. 

— •« Woe is me I "—did she cry—" that 
1 ever was bom! 

** Was ever poor maiden so lost and 
forlorn ! 

f'Must that Little Grey Man , then, my 
body entwine. 
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** Oi tKe grave newly dug for another 

be mine ? 
"*' Shall I wait for to-morrow's dread 

midnight ? — ah no I 
** To my Leopold's arms-r-to the Danube 

I go!"-. 

Then up rose the maiden , so sore 

woe-begone , 
And hex Sunday's appaxel in haste she 

put on ; 
Het close studded boddie^ of velvet so 

new ; 
Her coat of fine scarlet,, and kirtle of blue ; 
Her ear-rings of jet, all so costly; and last. 
Her long cloak of linsey , to guard firom 

the blast. 

A cross of pure gold , her fond mother's 

bequest , 
By a still dearer riband she hung at hes 

breast; 
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RooBd a bodkin of silver she bound bet 

long haiz» 
In plaits and in tresses so eomely and fair, 
'Twottld have gladdened your heart, 

ere her journey began , 
To have gazed on the tidy and trim 

Mary-Ann. 

Bnt , oh I her sad bosom such sorrows 

oppress'd , 
Such fears and forebodl|igB , as robb'd 

her of rest ; 
Forlorn as she felt, so forlorn must she go. 
And biave thorough tempest, tbehail^ 

and the snow ! 
Yet atill she set forth , all so pate and 

so wan-— 
Let a tear drop of pity for poor Mary- 

Ann! 

Dark, dark was the night, and the way 
it was rude;. 
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While t&d Uttle Grey fAs^n on hex ' 

thQUghts would obtrude; 
She wept a$ she thfrught 04 l^n long 

gloomy way; 
She turn' d 9 asid she yet saw the lighte 

all BO gay : 
SJi« kiss'd HOW her cross , as shf heard 

the last bell ; 
And a long 9 long adieu bade tp Aix* 

la-Chapelle. 

't'hrough the brown wood of Limbourg 

with caution sha paced; 
Ere the noon of the morrow she tra* 

versed the waste; 
She mounted the hilk of St. Bertrand 

so high; 
And the day it declined , as the heath 

she drew nigh ; 
And she rested a wide-twaving alder 

beneath , 
And paused on the horrors of Somber* 

moad's heath x 
Vol. L . Q 
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For ther« » in black groups (by the law 
'tis imposed). 

Are the bodies of (ell malefaetors ex- 
posed. 

On iHieeU and on gibbets , on crosses 
and poles, t 

With a charge to the passing , to pray 
for their souls; 

But a spot of such terror no robbers infest. 

And there the faint pilgrim securely 
may rest* 

Sbre fatigued , the sad maid knelt, and 

said a short prayer ; 
She bound up her tresses , that flow'd 

in the air:. 
Again she set forth , and; sped slowly 

along ; 
And her steps tried to cheer , but in 

vain , with a song s 
In her thoughts all so gloomy » sad 

presages ran i 
Of Leopold now , now the Little Grey 

Man. 
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THe modn dirtily glefalh'd a$ she enter'cl 

the plaint 
The winds swept the clouds roliiii; 

On to the main; ' 

For a httt e'er so wietched in vain stie 

Idok'd round; 
Ko tree promised shelter, no bed the 

cold ground: 
Her limbs they nowfaulter'd, her courage 

all fled , 
As a faint beam display^ the black 
^ groups of the dead. - 

Shrill whistled the wind through the 

skulls 9 and the blast 
Seared tlie yet greedy bird from its 

glutting repast; 
From the new-rack'd assassin the raven 

withdrew » 
But croak'd rouod the wheel still » and 

heavily flews 
While vultures i more daring , intent 

on Uieir prey« 

Q 9 
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Tore the flesli from tlie iinews^ yet 
reeking away* 

But tbe dread of bandiftii , some strength 

it restored; 
And again slie tJie aid of the Virgin 

ifnplored ; 
She dragg'd Her slow steps to where 

eorsps, ye^ warni» 
Threw their tatter§ and ^esh mangled 

limbs to the storm: 
She reaph'd the fell spot, and, aghast» 

» looking round. 
At a hlack gibbet's foot senseless sunk 

on the grquad* 

Now the battle was OTer» and o'er his 

proud foes 
The Austrian eagle triumphantly rose; 
Midst the groans of the dying, and 

blood of the slain, 
Sorely wounded lay Leopold^ stretch'd 

on the plain* 
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Wiien Yeviving , he first to look round 
him began, 

Lo ! close by his side a9t a Little Grey- 
Man! 

l^he Little Grey Man' he sat munching 

a heart. 
And he growl'd in a tone all dismaying 

— "Depart! 
''Don't disturb me at meals! pr'ythee 
rise , and pass on ! 
To Mary-A^tt hie I-^biad your Wounds, 

and begone !— « 
la a score and three days shall you 

meet Maiy-Ann ; 
And perhaps, uninvited, the Little 
Grey Maa.''^ 

With fear and dismay rose the youth 

from the ground , 
His wounds he with balms and with 

bandages bound; 

Q 3 
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To quit his grim guest K« made little 

delay. 
And , faint though he waa ^ he sped 

willing aWay t 
For a score and three days did he journey 

amain ^ 
Then sunk, all exhausted, oa Somber- 

mond's plain* 

By the screams of the night-bird^ though 

dark , he could tell 
'Tivas the gibbet* amongst ^ and the 

wheels, where he fell.-<-^' 
Now still her sad station did Maiy-Anii 

keep i 
Where Leopold , fainting ^ had sunk 

into sleep: 
Ah f little thought he that his dear 

one was by! - 
Ah! little the maid that her loye was, 

so nighi 

Perch'd grim on a wheel sat ihe LittU 
Grey Man, 
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Whilst hh fierde lit^e cjes o'er the sad 

lovers ran; 
Tii6 Little Grey Man down to Leopold 

crept. 
And open'd his wounds, all so deep* 

as he slept; 
With a scream he the slumbers of Mary* 

Ann broke , 
And the poor forlorn maid to new horrors 

awofce. 

T6 lier si^ht, sorely shoek'd, did i 
moon •beam display 

* 

Her lever, all bleecKng and pale as 

he lay: 
She shrieh'd a loud shriek; and sh$ 

tore her fine hair. 
And she sunk her soft cheek on his 

bosom so fair; 
With her long flowing tresses she strove 

to restrain. 
And stop the dear blood that now issued 

amain* 



188 

To Ills wovsds he* fait liands At 

unceashigly press'd; 
Her tears fast they fell on ber Leopold's 

breast : 
Entranced, and -in slumber still silent 

he lay , 
Till the Little Grey Man drove his 

slumbers away; 
With a vision all horrid his senses 

betrayM ; 
And fatal to him and his mi^ch-beloved 

maid* 

He dreamt , from his wheel an isssassln 

had stepp'd. 
And silent' and ' slowly had close to 

him crept ; 
That the wretch, mangled piece-meal ^ 

and ghastly with gore. 
From his wounds both the balms and 

the bandages tore ; 
And to search for- his dagger sts now 
he began. 
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—->** Strike! strike!'^ cried the voice of 
the Little Grey Man* 

<« Strike ! strike I'* cried i\e fie^d , « or 

your wounds bU^^ anew V* 
He struck^ it was Maiy-Ann's life-blood 

he drew-" 
With a shriek he awoke* nor his woes 

were they p*er; 
He beheld his pale love, to behold 

her no mere!^- 
Her tjes the poor maiden on Leopold cast. 
Gave him one look of love, 'twas her 

fondest, her last ! 

The Little Grey Man now he set up a yell, 
Whicb was he^rd in the halls of fair 

Aix-la-Chapelle , 
Hn raised up his head , and he raised 

up his chin ; 
And he ^di^n'd, as he shouted a horrible 

grin ; 

And be laugVd « lo^d la«6b»-«»d ^ ' 
cap up he cast , 
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Exttlling y as breathed tlie fond lovers 
their last. 

As in eacli other's arms dead the fond 

lovers f^ily 
O'er the Uatk Ibnely hdath toUVi a 

low ; distant bell ; 
From the gibbets and crosses shrieks 

issued , and groans ^ 
And wild to the blast flew the scuilt 

and the bones; 
Whilst the Little Grey Man , raidsf a 

shoWer of blood, 
In a whirlwind was hurl'd into Somber^ 

mond's wood. 

Of Mary* Ann's sorrows, and Leo|>old*s 

woes , 
Long shall Maise's dark stream tell 

the tale as it flows : 
Longj long shall the gossips of Aix- 

la-Chapelle , 
Of tlie heath and its horrors, the traveller 

tell; 
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Who shidl ptick. on his steed with what ^ 

swiftness. he can. 
Lest he meet in the twilight the Little 

Grey Man. 

On the Feast of St. Austin, to Somber- 

mend's fair 
Flock the youth of both 8tx9B^ its 

revels to share ; 
And in dainty apparel, all gallant and 

gay. 

With dance, and with carols, and 
mirth , cheer the day ; 

While the proud castle's portal expanded, 
invites 

To the hairs ample board, and its festive 
delights: , 

And there, on the richIy«wrottght arras, 

they view 
Depicted, rthe woes of these lovers so 

true: 
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The trottblas llieir sorrowful dajs Uiat 

bcftl , 
Aftd the fate of the dnliBg of Aix^la- 

ChaptUe ; 
Behold, as she bloom'd, the beloved 

Mary*Ana , 
And the heart-freezing seowl of the 

Little Grey Mao« 
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No, XX. 

GLENFINLAS , 

O R 

LORD RONALD^S 
CORONACH.* 

** For. them the viewlesa foinu of air 

obey, 
^< Their bidding heed, and at their beck 

repair : 
** They know what spirit brews the 

stormful day, 
** And heartless oft, like moody madness* 

itare 
^ To see the ]^hantom train their sfstret 

work prepared ~ 



i> 



* Coronach is the lamentation for a 
deceased .warrior , sung by the aged of 
the clan, hone a He signifies-—*' Alas 
for the prince or chie£»" 

VoU J. R 
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OniGINAL— WALTER SCOTT. . 

Glenfinlas is a tract 0/ forest ground 
lying in the Highlands i>f Perthshire, 
not far from Calender, in Menteith. 
To the west of the forest of GUn- 
finlas lies toeh Katrine , and its 
romantic avenue^ called the Trosh^ 
aehs. Benledii Benmore, and Ben- 
voirlich , are mountains in the same 
district^ and at no great distance 
from Glenfinlas. The river Teitk 
passes Caflender and the^ castle of 
Doune, and joins the Forth near^ 
StirUng. The Pass^ of Lenny is 
immediately above CaUender^ and 
is the principal access to the High- 
lands, from that town. Glensrtney 
is a forest near Benvoirlith. The 
p,hoU forms a sublime tract of 
Alpine scenery. 

The pride of Albin's line is o'er , 
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And fallen Glenartney's stateliest tree,-^ 
We ne'et shall see Lord Ronald jnore ! 

Oy sprung from great Maegilliannore , 
The chief Jhat never fear'd a f«e. 

Now matchless was thy broad claymore^, 
How deadly thine unerring bow. 

Well can the ^SVioro/i^ widows tell 

m 

How, on the Teith^s resounding shore. 
The boldest Lowland warriors fell , 
As down from Lenny's pas^you bore« 

But in his halls , on festal day ,. 
How blazed Lord Ronald's Beltane 



* The term Sassenach, or Saxon , is 
applied by the Highlanders to theif 
Low-country neighbaurs. 

f beltane-tree; the fires lighted by 
the Highlanders on the first af May» 
in compliance with a custom derived 
from the Pagan times ,• are so called 

R 2 
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While youths and naids . the light 

strathspey 
So nimbly danced with Highland glee« 

Chtn'd by thcstiength of Ronald's shelly 
£'ea age forgot his tresses hoar;<*^ 

Sut now the load lament we swell , 
ne'er to see Lord Ronald more! 

From distant isles a chieftain came , 
The joys of Ronald's halls to find. 

And chase with him the dark«brown 

game 
That bounds o'er Albin's hills of wind. 

'T,was Moy; whom in Columba's isle 
The Seer's prophetic spirit* founds 



It is a festival celebrated with Tarioits 
superstitious rites, both in the north 
of Scotland and in Wales. 

* Seer*s spirits I can only describe 
the second sight, by adopting Dr. John* 
son's defiaition ,» who calls it " An im- 
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As with ^ flunstfers fire tke wliile 
He waked his harp's harmonious souncT* 

FtiU mUny a spdl to Itlifi was known. 
Which wanderiitg spirits shrink to 

hear ^ 

And many a lay of potedt tone 
Was never meant for mortal ear. 

For there ^ ^ds said^ in ihjrsti^ mood 
High converge with the dead they hold. 

And oft espy the fated shroud 
Thjit shall the £utur« Corpse infold. 



preision , either hy the mind upon the 
eye , or by the eye upon the mind , 
by which things distant and future are 
perceived and seen as if they werepre- 
sent,'^ To which I would only add, 
that the spectral appearances thus pre- 
sented usually presage misfortune ; that 
the faculty is pain&il to those who 
suppose they possess it; and tjiat they 
usually acquire it while themselves under 
the pressure of ilielancholy* 
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O 80 it fell, that on a day. 
To rouse the reel deer from their den. 

The chiefs haveta'en their distant vay^ 
And scour'd the deep Glenfinlas* glen* 

No vassali wait their sports to aid. 
To watch their safety, deck their 

board , , 

Their simple dress, the Highland plaid; 
Their trusty guard, the Highland 

sword. 

Three summer days, through brake and 

dell. 

Their whistling shafts siiecessful flew. 
And still , when dewy evening fell , 

The quarry to their hut they drew* 

In grey Glenfinlas* deepest nook 

The solitary cabin stood. 
Fast by Monaira's sullen brook. 

Which murmurs through that lonely 

wood. 



.1 
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Soft fell the night , the sky was calm. 
When three successive days had flown> 

And summer mist, in dewy balm, 
Steep*d heathy bank and mossy stone* 

t 
The moon , half hid in silvery flakes , 

Afar her dubious radiance shed , 

Quivering on Katrine's distant lakes. 

And resting on Benledi's head* 

14 ow in their hut, in social guise. 
Their sylvan fare the chiefs enjoy. 

And pleasure laughs in Ronald's eyes. 
As many a pledge he quafllB to Moy* 

•— *• What lack we here to crown our bliss, 
** While thus the pulse of joy beats 

high, ^ 

'< What but fair woman's yielding kis8» 
" Her panting breath, and melting eye ? 

*• To chase the deer of yonder shades , 
« This morning left their father's pile 
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*^ The ita\9Bi of our ihonntaiii taaids » 
Tiie daughters of tlie proiid Glteii^yle. 
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** Lon^ have I sought sweet Mary's heart, 
**'And dropp*d the tear, and heaved 

the sigh ; - 

*<But vai« the lover's wily art, 
** Beneath a sister's watchful ey«« 

'* But thou may*st teach that guardian fklr 
« WhiU far with Miry I am flown , 

** Of ether hearts to tease her care » 
'< Aiid &»d it hard to guard her own. 






Touch but thy harp> thou soon shalt see 
The lovely Flora of GlengyU, 
** Unmitidful of her charge » «iad me , 
** Hang on thj^ ni>tes 'twixt tear and 

smile* 

m 

** Or if i^he choose a melting tale » 
'* All uiiderueath tht grsonwood bough. 



.N 
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" Will good St. Ohm's * raid prtvail^ 
^Sttm koAtsteaii of the rigid biow ?"— - 

—<* Since Enrick's fight, since Moma's 

death , 
No more on me sluill rapture tise. 
Responsive to the panting breath » 
Or yielding kiss, or melting eyes« 



AC 
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*' E'en then when o^r the heath of woe, 
*' Where sunk my hopes bf love and 

fame, 

**1 hade iny harp's wild wailings flow, 
*< On me the Seer's sad spirit irame. 

** The last dread curse of angry heaven, ^ 
"With ghastly sights, and sounds 

of woe , 

'* To* dash each glimpse of joy was given, 
<* The gift, the fntnre ill to know* 

* St* Orau was a friend and foUower 
of St. Columbus , and was buried in 
Icolmkill. 
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** Tht bark thou saw'st yon summer mora 
<* So gaiiy part from Lulan's bay ^ 

** My eye beheld her dash'd and torA 
*' Far on the rocky Colensay, 

.'*Tkc Fergus too-^thy sister's son, 
«< Thou saw'st with pride the gaUant*a 

power , 
•*As, marching 'gainst the Laird of 

Dowoe, 
** He left the sKirts of huge Benmore. 

•* Thou only saw'st his banners wave » 
**Ab down Benvoirlich's side they 

wound , 
<*Htard'st but the pibroch * answering 

brave 
'<To many a target clanking rpund. 

«< I heard thegioans, I marked thetears, 
'<I saw the wound his bosom bore. 
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* A piece of martial music adapted to 
the -Highland bagpipes. 



*'Wlicii OB the serried Saxon spears 
'^'He pour'd his clxn's resistless roar. 

** And thou who bidst me think of bliss, 
*'And bidst my heart awake toglee^ 

" And court, like thee , the wanton kiss, 
"That heart, O Ronald, bleeds for 

th^e 1 

*' I see the death damps chill thy brqw,. 

" I hear the warning spirit ciy ; 
** The corpse-lights dance^they'ie gone, 

and now . « • . ! 

•* No nio^re is given td gifted eye ! '*— 

* • • • 

imm^ Alone enjoy thy dreary dreams , 
**Sad prophet. of the evil hour; 

*'SiLy, should we scorn joy's transient 

beams, 
** Because to-morrow's storm may lour? 

**0r $poth , or false thy words of woe, 
««Clangillian*s chieftain ne'er shall fear; 
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^* His blood shall bound at raptare*s glow» 
**Tkough doom'd to stain the Saxon 

spear. 

r 

** E'en noW , to ne*t me in yon dell , 
•*MyMary's buskins bnuh thedew;"— 

He spoke, nor bade the cbief farewel. 
But call'd his dogs» and gay withdrew. 

Within an hour returnM each hound » 
In rush'd the rouzevs of the deer; 

They howlM in melancholy sound » 
Then closely couch'd beside the Seer* 

No Ronald yet— >though midnight came» 
And sad were Moy's prophetic dreamy 

As bending o'er the dying flaite 
He fed the wateh - fire'b ^uivonag 

gleams. 

Sudden the hounds erect their ears , 
And sudden cease their moaniiig bowl ; 



«05 

Clbss pfMs'd to Moy , they mark theii 

fears 
By shivering limbs , and stifled growK 

Untouch'd the harp began to ring. 
As softly, slowly, oped the door» 

And shook responsive every string , 
As light a footstep press'd the 'floor, 

• « 

And -by the watch-fire's glimmerbig light. 
Close by the Mmstrel's side was seen 

An huntress maid , in beauty bright , 
All dropping wet 'her robes of green. 

All dropping wet her garments seem , 
Chill'd was her dheek, her bosom bare. 

As bending o'er the dj'm^ gleam. 
She wrung the moisture from her hair. 

With maiden blush she softly said , 
■' — ** O gentle kantsmtn, hast thou seen, 

" In deep Glenfinlas' moon-light glade, 
" A lovely maid in: vest of green : 

Vol. I. S 
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'« Wkk ker a chief im Hif Uand pride. 

** His s1iottld«» beai the Imnter's bow ; 
'■The ■loimtaia diik adoias liis side, 

** Tax on Ike wind kis taitans flow ?"— ^ 

i— ^And wko ait tkov; and wko are 

theyr' 
All gkasUy gaztng , Moy replied ; 
** And wky, beneatk tke noon's pale ray, 
"Dare y« tkva roaa Gl^nlinlaa* 

side?"^ 

—*'Wkere wild Lock Katrine 'pours 

ker tide 
"Bine, darky and deep, ronnd many 

an isle, 
*' Onr fatker*^ towers o'erkang ker side, 
*<Tke castle of tke bold Glengyle. 

** To ckase tke don Glenfinlas' deer, 
<^Ottr woodland course tkis morn we 

bore, . 



^ And haply net, wKile wandetiiig htre» 
'^The son of great MacgUlianaare. 

*' O aid me then to seek the pair , 
<* Whom loitering in the woods I lost ; 

^ Alone I dare ,not venture there , 
«^ Where walks^ they say, the shrieking 

ghost."-*- 

/ 

•^** Yes, many a shrieking ghost walks 

there; 
** Then first» my own sad vow to keep, 
*^ Here will I poui my midnight prayei^ 
*' Which still must rise when mortab 

slee|p."— . 

— .«* O first , for pity's gentle 4ake , 
^* Guide a lone wanderer on her way, 

^For I must cross the haunted brake, 
*^'And reach my father's towers ere 

—•'First three times tell each Ave-bead^, 

S 9 



^ And thrice a Pater-noster say , 
«< TJMItt kfss with me the koly reed , 
** So shall we safely wind our way.*'— 

*— *< O shaihe to knightboed strange and 

foul ! 

"* Go doff the bonnet from thy brow, 
*' And shroud thee in the monkish cowl> 

*' Which best befits thy sullen vow« 

, ** Not so » by high Dunlathmon's fire, 
" Thy heart wali^bze te faith and joy, 
♦« When Kaily rung thy raptured lyre , 
«* To wanton Morika'te Mnelting eye."— 

Wild stared the Minstrel's eyes of flange. 
And high his sable locks arose, 

Aiid ^uick his color went and came. 
As tear and rage alterhat* rose. 

•^ << And thou i when by the blazing oak 
** I lay , to her and lov9 resigned , 

<* Say , rode ye on the bddying smoke , 
** Or sail'd ye on th© midnight wind ? 
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*<Not thine a rice ef mort^ blood. 
Nor old Glengjrle'e pretended^ line ; 
Thy dame , the Lady of the Flood , 
«Thy Bite, the Monarch of thfe Mine,"—. 

He mUtter'd thrice St. Onm's rhyme , 
And thrice 8u Ftllan's * powerful 

pwycr. 

Then tuni'd him to the Eastern clime. 
And sternly shook his coal-black hair ; 

And betiding o*er his hktp , he iung 
His wildest witch«n6tes on the wind. 

And loud, and high, and strange, thy 

rung> 
As Many a magic change they find. 

Tall waac'd th« Spirit's altering form , 
Till to the roof her stature grew , 



*I know nothing of St. Fillan, but 
that he has given his name to many 
chapels, holy tountains, &c, in Scotland. 
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Than mingling with the tlsing storm » 
With one wild yell away she flew. 

Rain beats, hail rattles » whirlwinds 

tear* 

The slender hut in fragments flew. 
But ^ot a lock of Moy's loose hair 

Was waved by wind, or wet by dew* ^ 

Wild mingling with the howling gale. 
Loud bursts of ghastly laughter rise» 

High o*er the Minstrel's head they sail. 
And die amid the north wn skies. 

The voice of thunder shook the yroad » 
. As ceased the more than mortal yell^ 
And spattering foul a showec of blood. 
Upon the hissing firebrands felL 

Next dropp'd from high a mangled arm. 
The fingers strain'd an half-drawn 

blade : 

A nd last, th^ lifo-blood streaming warm. 
Torn from the trunk, a gasping head. 
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Oft o'er tliat liead, in battUng field, 
Stream'd the proud ctest of high 

fienniore ; 

That arm the broad play more could wield. 
Which dyed the Teith with Saxoii|jore! 

Woe to Moneira** svllea xillj » 
iWoe to Glenfinlas' dreary glen I 

There never son of Albinos hills 
Srhall d^aw the hunter's shaft agan ! 

E'en the tired pifgrimS burning fbet 
At noon shall shun that sheltering den, 

Ltsst. journtying in their rage, he meet ' 
The wayward Ladies of the Glen. 

And we«.behind the chieftain's shield 
No more shall w« in safety dwell j 

None leads the people to the flteld— 
And we the loud lament must swell. 

O hone a rie ! O hone a rie ! 
The pride of Albin's line is o'er ; 
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Abd CaUcn Gfenartncy^s statelijeAt tree» 
IVe Be'er skall see Lor^.R^nalii more ! 

' * The simple trajitioa upon which 
the preceding stattzaK a^ fi^Unded, runs 
as feUaws. W^hilc two Highland huhters 
were passing the night in a solitary 
bathy (a hut built for the purpose of 
hunting) , and making merty ov^r their 
venisod and whisky « oile of thtm ex- 
pressed a wi^h that they )iad pretty 
lasses to com^liete t|ieir party. The words 
were scarcely littereel^ when two beauti- 
fnl young women, habited in green, 
entered the hut^ dnhcing ^nd stuging. 
One oF the'hunters was seduced hy the 
syren who attached herself particularly 
to hiitt, to leave the hut: this other 
remained » atad « 8its|>ici«u« of the fair 
seducers, continued to play upon a 
trump , or Jew's harp^ jome strain con- 
secrated td the Virgin Miry. Day at 
length cattle, and the teiliplress vanished. 
Searching in the forest » he £bund the ' 
bones of his unfottuuate friend , who 
had been torn to pieces and devoured 
by the Fiend into whose toils he had 
fallen. The place was^ ftem thence, 
called the Glen of the Gieen Women. 
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Nti* XXI, 

THE EVE OF SAINT JOHN, 

ORIGINAL. WALTER SCOTT, 

Smaytho^me, or SmaUkolm Tower ^ 
the scene of the foUowimg Bailed^ 
is situated enjthe northern Boundary 
of Roasburghshire^ among a cluster 
of wild roeks , called Sandiknow* 
Crags f the property of Hugh Scott, 
Esq. of Harden^ The tower is a high 
square building, surrounded by an 
outer wall, now ruinous* The circuit 
of the outer court being defended, 
on three sides , by a precipice and 
morass , is only accessible from the 
west , by a steep and rocky path. 
The ap0rtments^, as ttSual, in a 
Border Keep, or fortress , are pla-- 
fed one above another , and eom-^ 
munio'ate by a narrow stair; on the 
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roof are two bartizanf, or platfonns^ 
for defence or pleasure* The inner 
door of the tower it wood, the outer 
4ih iron grate i the distance bettoeen. 
them being nine feet^ the thickness^ 
namely * of the wail^ From the eie^ 
f/ated situation of Smafrlho'me Tow" 
er^ it is seen many miles. in eve* 
ry direction. Among the crags by 
which it is surrounded , one more 
eminent is called the WatcJfold^ 
and is sdid to have been tie station 
of a beacon in ^ the .times of tuar 
with Enghnd. Without the towers 
court is a ruined Chapels 

X as Baroa of Smaytiio'ine lose wltk 
day. 
He spurr'd his courser oa » 
Without stop or stay, down :the rock; 

That leads to Brotherstoxif. 
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He went not wltK the bold Bueclencli, 

His banner broad to rear; 
He went not 'gainst the English yew 

To lift the Scotti&h spear. 

Yet his plate-jack * was braced , and his 
helmet was laced. 
And his waunt^brace of proof he wore: 
At his saddle* gertfae was a good steel 
spertlie. 
Full ten pound weight and more. 

The Baron returned in t]iree days* spaoe^, 
And his looks were sad and sour. 

And w^ary was his courser's pace 
As he reached his rppky towe^. 



^'■^. 



* The plate-jack is coat armour ; the 
vaunt-brace (avant- bras), armour for the 
a'hoiilders and arms; the speithe^ 4 
battle-axe. 
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fie came &dt from where Ancram Moor -t- 
Ran red with English l>lood , 

Where ^e Douglas true^, and the bolH 
Bucdeuch , 
'Gainst keen Lord Ivets stood ; 

Yet was his helmet hack'd and hevir'd. 
His acton -{litfr^ed aad USte ; 

His axe and his dagger with blood 
embruedy 
But it was not £i%lish g<iie» 

He lighted at the Chap^eibge , 
He held him close and still » 
And he whistled twice for his little foot 

His name was English Will* 



f A. D. 1555, ^^^ fought the battle 
of Ancram Meor , iu which Archibald 
Dduglas Earl of Angus , and Sir Wal- 
ter Scott of Buccleach , routed a supe- 
rior English army, undei Lord Ralph 
Iversy and Sir Brian Latoun. 



— ** Come thou hither, my little foot page, 
** Come hither to my knee , 
'"Though thou art young, and tender of 
age, ' • 

"I^think thou art true to me. 

**Cbme, teli me all that thou hast seeri^ 
'* And look thou tell me true ; 

*' Since I from Smaylho'me Tower havtf 
been , 
"What did thy Lady do ?"— 

■^"My Lady each night, sought iU 
lonely light, 
**That bums on the wild Watchfold^ 
" For from height to height, the beacons 
bright, 
** Of the English foenien told* 

"The bittern clamored froin the moss^ 

**The wind blew loud and shrill, 
" Yet the craggy pathway she did cross 
,, "To the eiry * bedcon hill. 

* Eiry is a Scotch expression , sig* 
VoU L T 
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<• J wauV^lier st^*, and silent came 

** Where slie sKte her on a stone ; 
••No watchman stood hy the dxdatj flamOj 

*<It burned all alone. 

"The second night I kept her insight, 
*<TiU to the fire she came$ 

•« And by Mary's might, an armed knighC 
«'Sfood by the lonely flame. 

«* And many a word that warlike lotd 
«* Did speak to my Lady there , 

"But the rain fell fast, and loiidblcw 
the blast, 
•'And I heard not what they were, 

I" 
•« The third night there the sky was fair, 

«* And the mountain blast was still, 

«« As again I watch'd the secret pair, 

« On the lonesome - beacon hill; 



nifying the feeling inspired by the dread 
of apparitions. 



'^Aiid I heard her aame the midnight hour, 
''And name this holy eve; 

'* And say , come that niglit to thy Lady's 
bower ; 
''Ask no bold Baron's leave. 

" He lifts his spear with the bold Kne- 
el euch , 
His Lady is alone; 
"The door she'll undo, to her knight 
so true. 
On the eve of good St, John*"— 
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»— >" I cannot come , I must not comei ^ 

" I dare not come to thee ; 
" On the eve of St. John 1 roust wander 
alone , 
In thy bower I may not be,"— 



<c 
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— "Now out on thee, faint-hearted 
knight! 
'*Thou should'st not say me nay, 

T n 
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*' Fertile eve is sweet 9 andwlien lovers 
meet y 
*' Is w6rtk the whole summer's day* 

" And ril chain the falood-hound , and 
the warder shall not sound, 
** And rushes shall be strew 'd on the 
stair y 
" So by the rood-stone , * and by holy- 
St. John 9 
''I conjure thee, my lovtf, to be 
-thcre.'^— 

•—^'Though the blood-hound be route,and 

the rush beneath, my foot , 

''And the warder his bugle should not 

blow, 

"Yet there sleepeth a priest in the 

chamber to the east, 

*• And my footstep he would know."— 



* The Black-rood of Melrose was a 
crucifix of black marbJe^ and of buperior 
sanctity. 
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— *• fear not the priest yvhor sleepeth 
to the east; 
"For tp Dryburgh * the way he has 
ta'en; 
'* And there to say mass, till three days 
do pass 9 
"For the soul of a knight that is 
slain/'-— ^ 

** He turn'd him around, and grimly he 
frown'd , 
" Then he laugh'd right scornfully— 
— "He who says the mass rite, for the 
soul of that knight , 
••May as well say mass for me. - 

«« At the lone midnight hour, when bad 
Spirits have power. 



♦ Dryburgh Abbey is beautifully si- 
tuated, on the banks of the Tweed. After 
its dissolution it be<;ame the property 
of the Haiibuitons of Newmains, and 
is now the seat of the Right Honorable 
the £iri of Buchan. 

T 3 



** lit \hy thviAitx will 1 b«.*'— 
« With that he waa gone , and my 
Lady left atone, 
«* And no more did 1 «ee."-^ 

Then changed I tioW , watt that bold 
Baron'tf bfow » . 
From dark to blood-red high. 
w-<<Now tell me the mien of the knight 
fhou hast se«B» ' 

««For by Mary he shall die'." — 

^"His arms shone fall biight, in the 
beacOn'b ted light, 
' " His plume it was scarlet and bitte ; 
« On.his shield was abound in a silver 
leash bound, 
" And his crest was a branch of the 
yew."— 

.;ii-.«^Thou llest, thou liesl, thoa little 

r 

foot page, 
*' Loud dost thou lie to me; , 



**F4t tkit 'kjiiglit » eoid, ud low UicI 
in the moiikl, 

— " Yet liearbvt my word^ my nftbleloTclj 

^*For I heard her nama his name; 
<« And that Lady lingbl she caUedl ihc^ 
knigliC 
<^Sir Richard of Cektinghame/'— * 
I 
The bold BtfOflV btow then changed , 
1 trow, ^ 
From high blood-red to pale, 
<*The gra^e is deep and dark, and the 
* eo^rpse is stiff and stark $ 

**So I ntay not irust thy tale. ' 



♦ Eildtm is a iiigh hill , terminating 
in three conical summits, immediately 
above the town of Melrose , where are 
the ad mlreii rains of a nia^nificeiit mona- 
stery. Eildon tree was said to be the 
spot where Thomas the Rhymer uttered 
his prophecies* 
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« Where fair 'tweed flows round holy 
Melrose , 
« And Eildon slopes to the plain , 
••Full three nights ago, by some secret foe, 
« That galant knight was slain. 

«*The varying light deceived thy sightr 

**And the wild winds drown*d the 

name, 

« For the Dryburgh bells ring, and the 

white monks they sing ; 

"ForSir Richard of Coldinghame,"— 

He |»ass'd the court-gate , and he oped 

the tower grate. 

And he mounted the narrow stair. 

To the bartizai^-seat, where, with maids 

that on her wait, ^ 

He found his Lady fair. 

That Lady sat in mournful mood , 
Look*d over hill and vale , 
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Over IVeed'fi fait flood, and Mtfrtoun's 
wood 9 
And all down Tiviotclale. 
/ 
— >*'Now hill i now ball I thou Lady 
bright !"— 
•^*'Now hail! thou 'Baron true! 
** What news 9 what news from Ancram 
fight? 
'*What news from the hold Buc- 
cleuch ?"— 

"^'^ The Ancram Moor is red with gore^ 
"For many a Southern fell; 

*'And Buccleuch has chaiged us evermore^ 
^'To watch our beacons well«"-^ 

The Lady blush'd red» but nothing she 
' said , 
Nor added the Baron a word; 
Then she stepp'd down tlie stair to 
her chamber fair. 
And 60 did ber moody Lord. 
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iB.sle^ the Lady Mottni'd, and tlie 
Baroa toss'd »nd turn'd. 

And oft to kidiself lie siid , 
— *'Tlie worms aroilhd him creep, and 
« his bloody grave is deep» 

It cannot give up thc^ead.**— 

It wai near the tiof^Hg of matin bell » 
The night was well nigh done , 

.When a heavy sleep on that Baron fell. 
On the eve of good St. John. 

N 

The Lady look'd through the chambei^ 
fair , 

By the light of a dying fiamt. 
And she was aware of a knight stood there. 

Sir Richard of Coldinghame* 



** Alas ! away ! away !"— she cried ^ 
"For the holy Virgin^s sake.*'— 
"Lady, I know who sleeps by thy side : 
' But , Lady , he will not awake. 



** By £ild«]i-tree^ fox loilg &ightf tlir«e, 
** In bloody grave hwt J lain ; 

** Th« tiiasB and the death-praytfr are 
aild for me^ 
*<But, Lady 9 they're said in vain. 

**By the Bardn's brandy near Tv^eed's 
fair atrandy 
«<Mo9t foully slain I fell, . 
** And my restless sprite on the beacon's 
height 
For a space is doom'd to dvrell. 



<c 



" At our ttystifig-place 9 * for a certain 
space, 
'*I must wander to and fro; 
** But I had not had power to cone to 
thy bower 
Had'st thou not eonjured me so."-* 



« 



* TV^f /i;7^-place Scottish fot place of 
rendezvous. 
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Love raaster*d fear— lier brow she cross'd ; 

— *' How^ , Richard , hast thou sped ? 
'* And art thou saved, or art thou loaf 7"— 

The vision shook his head! 

-.« Who spilleth life, shaU forfeit life; 

** So bid thy Lord believe : 
** And lawless love is guilt above ; 

<*This avyful sign receive.' 



>»^ 



fie laid his left hand on an oaken stand. 
His right hand on her arm: 

The Lady shrunk, and fainting sunk. 
For the touch was fiery warm. 

The sable score of fingers four 
, Remain on that board impress'd^ 
And for evermore that Lady wore 
A covering on het wrist. 

There is a nun in Melrose b*wer 
Ne'er looks upon the sun ; 



There U a monk in Dryburgh tower » 
He speaketh word to none* 

That nun who ne'er beholds the day. 
That monk who speaks to none. 

That nun was Smaylho'me's Lady gay. 
That monk the bold Baron* 



r^L L . U 
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I 

No. XXII. 

FREDERICK AND ALICE, 

<;ERMAN. WALTER SCOTT. 

This Ballad is translattd {but with 
such alterations and additions^ that 
it may almost be ealUd original) 
from tfi^ fragment of -a Romance, 
sung in Goethe's Opera ^*<Claudijia 
von VilU Bella." 

1; REDBRICK leaves tYie land of France, 
Homewards hastes his steps to measure ; 

Careless casts the parting glance 
On the scene of former pleasure ; 

Joying in his prancing steed. 

Keen to prove his untried blade, ' 

Hope's gay dreams the soldier lead 
Over mountain , mopr , and glade. 
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Helpless , ruia'd » left forlorn , 

Lovely Alice wept alone ; 
Mourn'd o'er love's fond contract torn, 

Hope, and peace, and honor flown. 

Mark her breast's eonyu1siv« throbs ! 

See , the tear of anguish flows ! 
Mingling 'soon with bursting sobs , 

Loud the laugh of frenzy rose. 

Wild she cursed, and wild she pray'd ; 

Sev^ti -long days and nights ar« o^«r ; 
Death in pity brought his aid. 

As the village bell struck {bur. 

Far from her , and far from France , 
Faithless Frederick onward rides. 

Marking blythe the morning's glance 
Mantling o'er ^e mountain's side* 

Heard ye not the boding sound , 
As the tongue of yonder tower » 

U 2 
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« 

Slowly t to the hills around/ 
Told the fourth, the fated hour? 

Starts the steed , and snuffs the air. 
Yet no cause of dread appears ; 

Bristles high the rider's hair. 
Struck with strange mysterious fears* 

Desperate, as his terrors rise. 
In the steed the spur he hides ; 

From himself in vain he flies ; 
Anxious, restless, on he rides. 

Seven long days, and seven long nights. 

Wild he wander'd , woe the while I 
Ceaseless care, and causeles fright, 
^ Urge his footsteps many a mile^ 

Dark the seventh sad night descends ; 

Kivers swell , and rain-streams pour ; 
While the deafening Thunder lends 

All the terrors of his roar. 



.J 
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Weary ^ Wet, and spent with toil. 
Where his head shall Frederick hide? 

Where, but in yon ruin*d aisle. 
By the lightning's flash descried. 

To the, portal dank aifd low. 
Fast his steed the wanderer bound ; 

Down a ruin'd staircase, slow 
Next his darkling way he wound. 

Long drear vaults before him lie! 

Glimmering lights are seen to glide ! 
•-" finessed Mary hear my cry I 

Deign a sinner's steps to guide!"—- 

Often lost their quivering beam , 
Still the- lights move slow before. 

Till they rest their ghastly gleam. 
Right against an iron door. 

Thundering voices from within, 

Mix'd with peals of laughter , rose ; 

U3 
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As they fell » a soleata strain 
L«ot its wild aad wondrous close! ,.' 

Midst the din , h^-^eeem*d to hear 
Voice of friends^ by death removed ;-— 

—Well he kaew that solsmn air* 
'Twas the lay tha Alice loved.-* 

Hark! for now a solema knell 
Foun times on the still night broke ; 

Four times, at its deaden'd swell. 
Echoes from the rsios spoke* 

As the Icpgdien'd clangors die. 
Slowly opes the Iron door ! 

Straight a banquet met his eye , 
fittt a f unerars form it wera I 



\ 



Coffins for tha seats extend ; 

AH with black the board was spread. 
Girt by paceat, brother, friend , 

Long since number'd with the dead I 



^3S 
Alice, in ker grave clothes bound* 

Ghastly smiling, points a seat; 
All Afost with thundering sound I 

All th' expected stranger greet. ^ 

High ibpit meagre arms they w$ve. 
Wild their notes of welcome swell; 

—«« Welcome, traitor, to the gravel 
** Perjured, bid the light farew^l !"— 
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*'•' III" I <.ii<ii.i ..i.ii-t I I, ir i.iiS 

N«. xxin. 
THE WILD HUNTSMEN. 

GERMAN. WALTER SCOTT. 

The tradition of the " Wild Huntsmen'* 
(Die wilden Jager) is a popular su- 
perstition ^ very generally believed 
by the peasants of Germar^^ Who- 
ever wishes for more information 
respecteng thtse imaginary Sports^- 
men , will find his curiosity fully 
satisfied y by perusing the first Vo- 
lume of the German Romance of 
" the Necromancer ;** (Der Gelster^ban- 
ner.) The original of this Ballad 
is by BUrger , Author of the well- 
known ** Leonora." 

X HE Wildgrave * winds Iiis bugle horn ; 
To horse , to horse , halloo , halloo ! 

* The Wildgrave is a German title , 
corresponding to the Earl Warden of a 
royal forest. . 
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His fieiy courser snuffs tlie morn , 
And thronging serfs tJieir Lord pan ue. 

The eager pack » from couples freed , 
Dash through the bash, the hrier^ the 

brake ; 
While answering hound^ and horn, ana 
* steed 9 

The mountain echoes startling wake^ 

» 
The beams of God's own hallow'd day 
Had painted yonder spire with gold. 
And, calling sinful man to prity. 
Loud, long, and deep the bell had toll'd. 

» 
Cut still the Wildgrave onward rides; 

Halloo, halloo, and hatk again! 

^When, spurring from opposing sides » 

Two stranger horsemen join the train. 

Who was each f tranger » left and right. 
Well may I guess, but dare not tell : 

The right hand steed was silver white. 
The left, tfil swarthy hue of hell. 
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The riglit-haad horseman, yomig and fair. 
His saiiie was like the morn of May ; 

The left , from C3rc of tawny glare , 
Skot midnight lightning's lurid ray. 

He wav'd his huntsman's cap on high, 
Cry*4 i ** Welcome , welcome , noble 

Lord t 
** Whai sport can earth, or sea^ or sky, 
'* To match the princely chase , 

afford ?'*— 

a 

—.<< Cease thy loud bugle's clanging 

knell ,'^-? 

Cry'd the fair youth, with silver voice; 
-»** And foj devotion's choral swell , 

*< Exchange thenideunhallow'd noise. 



*t 
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To-day tV iU-omen'd chase forbear ; 
** Ton bell yet summons to the fane : 
To-day the wauung spirit heai , 
*' Tormorrow *hou may'jst moujcn in 



* f 1 
vain.. ' 
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«--<<A wAy,aiid sweep tlie glades along!^-^ 

T4m sable hsnter lioarse replies; 
— '•To mtftteriag monks leave matin soag, 
'* Ani Mis ^ atMl books , and myste- 

ries." — 

Tilt WiUdgraye Bpurr'd bis ardent steed. 
And, Ifuneking forwaid witk abound* 

«— ^« WTko fer Ay d»wsy priesdike rede 
** Would leave the jovial horn and 

kovndl 

^ Hence, if our manly spoft offend: 
Witb pious fools go ckant and pray ; 
Well hast thou spoke, my dark-brov^M 

friend ,*^ 
•' Hdloo ! ktlloo ! and k«ik away 1'^— 

The Wildgrav^ spttR^d his courser light, 
O'er moss and moor, o'er bolt and kill. 

And oa the left , and on the right , 
£aoh stranger botseman (oltew*4 ^^^^^ 



« 
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Up springs, from yonder tangled tliom^ 
A slag more white than mountain snow; 

And louder rung the Wiidgrave's hom» 
*<Sark forward, forward, holla, ho !**— 

A heedless wretch has cross'd the way,— 
He gasps the thundering hoofs below ; 

But , live who can , or die who may , 
Still forward , forward ! On they go* 

See where yon simple fences meet, 

A field with autumn's blessings crown'd; 

See, prostrate at tlie Wildgrave's feet, 

A husbandman with toil embrowu*cl, 

— "O mercy! mercy I noble Lord; 

"Spare the poor's pittance," was his cry, 
*' £arn*d by the sweat theip brows have 

pour*d 

. << In scorching hour of fierce July^**— 

Earnest the right-hand stranger pleads. 
The left still cheering to the pre^ : 
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Th' impetttous Ear 1 no warning hetda » 
But fnrioiM holds the onward way. 

— ** Away, thou hound, so basely ^rn, 
'••Or dread the - scourge's echoing 
' blow!"— 
Then loudly rung his t>ugle-horn, 
— >•• Hark forward , forward, holla 

ho !'•-. 

Sq said , so done— -a single bound 
Clears the poorlaborer'shumUepale: 

Wild foHows man, and horse, and hound. 
Like dark December's storray gale* 

And man, and horse, and hound, and hornj 
Destructive sweep the field along. 

While J03ring o'er the wasted com 
Fell Famine marks the madd'ning 

throng* 

Again up roused, the timorous prey 
Scours moss and moorland holt and hill; 



H«td run^ he feels his strengHt decays 
And trusts for life his simple skill. 

Too^ dangerous solitude appeared; 

He seeks the shelter of the crowd; 
Amid the flock's domestic herd 

His harmlrss hoad he hopes to shroud. 

O'er moss and moor, and holt and hilt. 
His track the steady blood-hounds 

trace ; 

0*er moss and moor , unwearied still , 
The furious Earl pursues the chase. 

Full lowly did the herdsman fall ; 

.^« O spare, thou noble Bajron, spare 
f* These herds, a widow's little all; 

*^ These flocks , an orphan's fleecy 

care,"-^ 

Earnest the right-hand stranger pleads. 
The left still cheering to the prey ; 

The Earl nor prayer nor pity heeds ^^ 
But furious keeps the onward w^y 



1 
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•— <* Utunanner'd dog ! To stop my sport 
^<Vain were thy cant and beggar whlnej> 

<« Though human spirits of thy sort 
** Were tenants of these carrion kineP' — 

Again he winds his bugle horn , 
**Hark forward, forward, holla, ho !**-t 

And through the herd, in ruthless scorn. 
He cheers his furious hounds to go. 

In heaps the throttled victims fall ; 

Down sinks their mangled herdsman 

near ; 
The murderous cries the stag appal, 

'Again he starts, new^nerv'd by fear^ 

With blood besmear'd , and white with 

foam. 

While big the tears of anguish pour , 
He seeks , amid the forest's gloom , 

The humble hermit's hallow'd bow'r« 

£t4t n^an and horse, and horn ^nd hound, 

X 2 
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Ftst rattling on ki» traces g« ; 
The laered chapel nuig aroniid 
With hark away, and holla, ho! 

All mild , amid the ronte proEane , 
The holy hermit poured his prayer : 

—"Forbear with blood God^a house to 

stain ; 
"Revere his altar, stj^A forbear! 

** The meanest brnte has rights to plead, 
** Which, wrong'd by cruelty, or pride, 

*<Draw vengeance onthe ruthless head;— « 
"fie warn'd at lettgl9i,and turn aside."—' 

Still the fair horseman anxious pleads. 
The black, wild whooping, points the 

prey ; 

Alas! the Earl no. warning heeds , 
But frantic keeps the forward way. 

— " Holy or not , or right or Wrong , 
c/'Thy altar and its rights I spurn ; 



U5 
<' No« Blasted martjrrs* sacred song , 
^Not G4>d iujiwelf , «li«U make me 

turn,*'-- 

He epuis liie lliorse , he winds his kom, 
— "iiaik forward, forward, tolla, 

Jior'— 

But off, on whirlwind's pinions borne. 
The stag , the hut , the hermit , go« 

And horse and man, and horn and hound. 
And clara&r of the diase was gone^ 

For hoofs and howls, and bugle sounds 
A deadly silence reign'd alone* 

Wild gazed th' aif righted Earl around ; -^ 
He strove in vain to wake his horn. 

In vain to call ; for not. a sound 
Could from lus anxious lips 1»e borne; 

He listens for his trusty hounds ; 
No distant baying rtach'^ his ears ; 

X3 
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His courser » rooted to the grottod , 
The quickening spur unmindful bears. 

Still dark and darker frown the shades^ 
Dark as the darkness of the grave; 

And not a sound the -still invades , 
Save what a distant torrent gave. 

High o*er the sinner's humbled head 
At length the solemn silence broke; 

And from a cloud of svirarthy red , 
The awful voice of (hundei spoke. 

—"Oppressor of creation fair; 

'* Apostate spirit's hardeoid tool ! 
^ Scorncr of God ! scourge of the poor ! 

** The measure of thy cup is full. 

** Be chased for ever through the wood» 

**For ever roam th* affrighted wild, 

"And let thy fate instruct the proud , 

> "God's meanest creature is his child."-— 
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*Twas liushM : one flash of sombre glare 
With yellow tinged the forests brown ; 

Up rose the Wildgrave's bristling hair, 
A nd horror chill'd each nerve and bone. 

Cold pour'd the sweat in freezing rill; 

A rising wind began to sing; 
And louder, louder, louder still. 

Brought storm and tempest on its wing. 

Xarth heard the call— her entrails rend ; 

From yawning rifts, with many a yell, 
Mix'd with sulphureous flames, ascend 

The misbegotten dogs of hell. 

What ghastly hunstinan next arose. 
Well may 1 guess, but dare not tell s 

His eye like midnight lightning glows , 
His steed the swarthy hue of helU 

The Wildgrave flies o'er bush and thorn. 
With many a shrink of helpless woe ;' 
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Behind him hound, andhor«e. and horn. 
And. hark away, and holla, ho! 

With v^ild despair's revetted eye , 
Close, close hehind. he marks ihc 

throng; 

With bloody fangs, and eager cry. 
In frantic fear he scours along* 

Still, still shall last the dreadful chase. 

Till time itself shall hav« an end ; 

By day, they scoureatth's cavern'd space. 

At midnight's witching hour, ascend. 

This is the horn, and hound, and horse. 
That oft the lated peasant hears : 

AppaU'd, he signs the fiequent cr^ss, 
WJien the wild din invades his cars. 

The wakeful priest oft drops a tear 
For human pride , for human woe , 

When , at his midnight mass, he hears 
Th' infernal cry of holla , ho I 
End of the first Volume. 



